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FOREWORD 


Amencam are fond of teUing funny stories. Most of us, how- 

his IS the funniest story I ever heard in my life." This creates 
the natural suspicion that the story can’t be very good. 

We then urge the hearer to stop us if he has heard it before • 

“ih'" a""® proceed 

wth a garbled version of the story, with much prodding of our 

orefinpr mto his stomach, and with several flashbacks In order 

oir*'® ih " T points-such as. “Oh. I should have 

it’s hr r* I ^ lapidarist and 

mLh bTr T ° f” “ ^ sister.”-Md with so 

whde ^ °™ P^ thafthe 

whde thing becomes unintelligible anyway 

.0 Ae «d°If‘Ib"'“'' ‘‘ “ uncommon for us 

stories I ever heard in myTfe 'fTh'TIh A w 
myself by sayingsimnlv tha^ l\} i ^ l ^ content 

VUitoLTirS tl n one. 

have been known to turn pale°and cl t^hlbCompany 
alarm at the hollow cacklina nmr nearest executive in 

marked Post Scripts ^ from behind the door 

coSsCs Lr sirf r ~ of 

circles; or pe^pTi 

fie explanation^of w^y —- 

Minute Waltz properly. “ P'^^ Chopin’s 

cdy^of J^oJL'nXX^pidTctit com- 
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best, by Ashbaugh; the learned absurdities of Ellis and Crabtree; 
the darting wit of Nash; the sly, rich humor of Cuppy; the keen 
eye and the expert rhyming of McGinley; and the delightful 
rhymes and writings of a new master, C. P. Donnel, Jr. 

There is much more, all of it of high quality, by both well- 
known and comparatively unknown writers. These are our bri^t- 
est humorists. In each generation there is a handful of writers 
who have the ability to make us laugh. And if the present crop 
compares favorably with previous crops it is in no small d^pree 
due to the continued existence of the Post Scripts Page. 

Almost alone, now, it encourages writers to put on cap and bells 
and to amuse us for a half hour, when we are tired of putting our 
shoulder to the wheel, and of thinking serious thoughts. 

If the book has a flaw, it is that there are not enough pieces by 
me. I had wanted to include much more of my own work, but the 
publisher was of the opinion that to add anything else would ruin 
the balance of the book, which was already slightly ruined by the 
fact that there were six pieces too many in the book. He didn’t say 
which six. 


-J. B. 
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JUST LEAVE A NOTE, HONEY 


WHENEVER I comc in at night to be greeted by a pear-shaped 

silence, I know that somewhere around the house there will be a 

note. These little documents are remarkable for their brevity and 
whimsey. 

One beauty IVe picked at random reads; I’m at Mother’s. 
Watch for Egg Man. Feed Dog. When Egg Man Comes Put 
Him in the Basement, Heard Funny Noise in Chimney To¬ 
day. Do You Suppose a Bird is in There? Baked Beans in 
THE Oven. 


It was obvious from this communique that I was in for a 
tic^ evenmg. A bird in the chimney, baked beans in the oven 
and either the egg man or the dog. or both, locked in the base¬ 
ment and snarling at each other. As I remember, I put the dog 
m the atUc. locked the egg man in the garage, put my hair up in 
curlers ^d went to bed with a good book. 

One item of last summer that was worked into a tea towel with 
colored thread said; If You Get Home Early, We’ve Gone 
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Swimming. Ip You Get Home Late, We’ll Be Back by Then 
AND I’ll Have Dinner Ready. I spent several days trying to for¬ 
get that one. 

Sometimes the notes will come in series. They start at the front 
door and cancel each other out as they go through the house. 
One set that I’ve had mounted read like this: Gone to Club. 
Man Called About Noon. Very Urgent. He Was Breathing 
Hard, But Wouldn’t Leave Number. Do You Owe Someone 
Money? This little jewel was on the hall table just inside the 
door. A second note lying on the desk in the living room said: 
May Not Go to Club Today. Breathing Man Called Again 
AT Two. Think Baby Swallowed One of My Earrings. 

Prowling on through the house in a slight daze, I came into the 
kitchen. My wife was standing at the sink, peeling onions. 

“Hello,” she said. “It wasn’t an earring after all. It was a but¬ 
ton. I called the doctor and he said not to worry.” 

“That’s nice,” I said. “What about the breathing man?” 

“Oh, him,” she said. “Didn’t you read my note? It’s on the 
telephone stand.” 

I went back in and read the note. 

This one said: Forget About Breathing Man. He Had You 
Mixed up With Someone Who Wanted to Rent a House. 
Decided not to Go to the Club Today. * 

With measured tread I walked back through the kitchen. 
“Don’t go away,” said my wife. “Dinner will be ready in a few 
minutes.” 

“I’ll be out in the back yard,” I said. 

“Okay,” she answered. “I’ll call you when we’re ready.” 

“Send me a note,” I said. 


—DICK ASHBAUOH. 
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GRIM PARTY 

i*M mightily fond of a party. 

When summoned to sup or to dine 

Or join in some merriment hearty, 

I practically never decline. 

But something incessantly galls me 
When off to the revels IVe sped. 

It isn't the party appalls me. 

But the hostess with schemes in her _ 

The hostess, the terrible hostess. 

Convivial schemes in her head. 

Her eye, it is piercing and haggard. 

Her voice has authority's tone. 

She cannot let laughter be laggard 
Or well enou^ ever alone. 

It's hey for the pencils and papers 
When drained is the demitasse cup! 

She s scheduled some comical capers 
For stirring our intellects up. 

No time, now, to pamper digestions 
Or hnish a conquest we’ve made. 

We ve got to play Answers and Questions 
Or act out some clever charade. 
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Or maybe she’s taken a notion 
With music to harrow the meek. 

So someone sings Trees with emotion 
And someone plays Haydn-go-seek. 

Perhaps she has made a collection 
Of porcelain pigs of the past, 

And we must go round on inspection 
Till adjectives fail us at last. 

Or else she must brightly invoke us 
To stare through a dubious dark 
At movies—a bit out of focus— 

She took in Yosemite Park. 

Oh, nobody’s fonder than I am 
Of parties and social requests. 

But would that they’d banish to Siam 
The hostess who bullies her guests. 

The grim, the implacable hostess 

With grim little plans for her guests. 

-PHYLLIS MCOINLEY, 


HANDS OFF 

don’t tickle me to find out whether 
I’m ticklish. While I’m all together 
And uncontorted, fairly seemly. 

I’ll tell you: yes, I am, extremely. 

—RICHARD ARMOUR. 
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WARM-UP 


“what a heavenly day! Aren’t you glad that I came?” 

“You bet.” 

“Don’t you think that more wives ought to take up the game?” 
“Ah . . . sure.” 

“Would you mind if next time we bring mother out too^” 
“Huh?” 

“Mercy sakesi Why is everyone starting to boo?” 

“Umpires.” 

“Do they mean those poor men in the funny blue suits^” 
“Yeah.” 


But that fat man just called them, ‘You cross-eyed sraloots’^” 
“Umpires!” 

“What’s that sign way out there, like a big crossword puzzle?” 
“Scoreboard.” 

That galoot down in front—is he wearing a musle^” 

“Mask!” 


iC 

(( 

(I 
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“Oh, wouldn’t you think they’d be scared of this mob?” 
Uh-uh.” 

What on earth do they do for a regular job?” 

Umpire.” 

poor things don’t have regular work? 

“Not even part time, like a helper or clerk? 

“Uh-huh.” 

This sun’s rather hot. Can’t we move to the shade?” 
Uh-uh.” 

“Then, please, wiU you fetch me some fresh-fruit orangeade?” 

“^hi* “Sar?” 
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“Just for me, won*t you stick to a nice cigarette?” 
“Uh-uh.” 

“I’m a weensy bit tired. Is the game over yet?” 

“Uh-uh.” 

“Have we got to stay on in this heat and this smell?” 
“Uh-huh.” 

“Tell me, what did that man in the muzzle just yell?” 

“PLAY BALL!” 

-C. P. DONNEL, JR, 
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LITTLE TALKS ON SCIENCE 

How Docs a Bicycle Pump Work? 

ONE of the h^d things for man to understand is the bicycle pump 
here doesn t seem to be any sense to it. Yet the bicycle pump is 
one of the most remarkable invendons in history. 

It IS all the more remarkable when we consider how little the 

tnventor had to go on. The bicycle had not yet been invented. 

ne evenmg in 1864 a boy was sitting in his mother's kitchen 
watching a teakettle. ^ncnen 

the spout doesn t go back in again > ’ 

puThat boy was Lester W. Pump, father of the modem bicycle 

““ P" ““ • W eouldJ! dTl.n,'!'"* 

™... I. .«.x- 

In the crowd was a tmor f" k 

Seeing the pump gave him an idea"'^k/*^'^’ Velocipede. 

He started work. One year later h ^ ‘‘’““S'*’*' “ 

Jiad no wheels, his bicvdp ^ ^at it 

familiar with. the bicycle we am 

A contest was arranged between k- i 

S Detween the bicycle and a horse. The 
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horse won. Armand, however, was not discouraged. He went back 
to his shop. 

But the development of the bicycle is another story. It is 
enough, for the time being, that we have learned how the bicycle 
pump works. 

-JOHN BAILEY. 
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HOW I MISSED THE FLU 

PEOPLE are still talking about their experiences in last winter*s 

flu epidenuc and are looking forward eagerly to the next one. I 

frel left out of every conversation, because I have nothing to talk 
about. I didn’t get the flu. 

When it hit our office, Mrs. McCormick, the cashier, told me. 

If you re wise, you’U do what my family did in .9,8. Put some 

bear pease up your nose and sip a few teaspoons of Irish whisky 

mommg 3^^ let it roll around your tongue. It’s won- 

oerful protection. 

‘‘Then you didn’t get the flu m 1918?” 

Well, yes, I did, toward the end of it. But I didn’t mind it so 
much. It wasn’t bad at all.” 

I didn’t take this treatment, because when I went to ask Mrs 
McCom.ck the next day whether Scotch whisky would do as 
ell, she WM gone. She was home with the flu, and havinsr I 

-Xid. rrj,™ “■ »'~ 

Miss Gladwyn, who was hired temporarily to fill her place tnifl 

rj ir. ~ 

son ” she said “L ^ Doctor Thomp- 

don’t knn I ^ Wore he died I 

that does any glj 

-it) very 
^ Wked properly im- 

ton prescribe 

>et people get better too fas, 
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Miss Gladwyn promised to bring the prescription next morning. 
Unfortunately, she didn’t come back; she took the flu, and be¬ 
fore she got better, Mrs. McCormick had returned to work, a 
little wobbly on her legs and smelling rancid, but in hi^ good 
spirits. 

So, unable to take advantage of anybody’s treatment in time, 
I missed the flu completely. I was forced to go through the entire 
epidemic season without even a snifBe to talk about. 

-STUART TRUEMAN. 


COLLEGE TRAINED 

WHEN I began on my A.B., 

I thought none knew as much as me; 

Now, having passed that milestone by, 

I think none knows as much as I. 

-R. A. CRABTREE. 


SUMMER IS ICUMEN IN 

A PRELIMINARY survcy conducted by my staff of experts indicates 
that we are in for a truly memorable summer this year. The 
United States has a greater backlog of old jelly and pickle glasses 
than at any other time in its history, so that tenants of beach cot¬ 
tages will be well supplied with drinking glasses. The tin knife- 
and-fork supply is also adequate, and the consensus is that the 
1908 mattress is one of the most durable articles ever produced 
and can be made to last at least another season by reinforcing it 
with seaweed or leaves. 

Owners of these cottages, as well as of those in inland-lake 
areas, have spared no pains to make their tenants* summer stay a 
pleasant one. They have cut fresh supplies of sticks to prop up 
windows with broken sash cords, and soaped all grooves so that 
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the windows will slide up and down easily. Missing panes have 
been replenished with pieces of cardboard tastily decorated, and 
in a wide variety of colors. As an added service, all loose or weak 
floor boards have been chalked with warning marks, and loose 
plaster on ceilings has been removed, so that the tenant can look 
up, perceive the laths and know that he has nothing to fear. 

Ruts in driveways have been filled in with ample-sized boulders, 
so that there is no possible chance of cars’ becoming mired during 
rainy spells; and garages have been cleared of tools and assorted 
debris, so that it is possible to get a car in far enough so ihal it 
entire hood is protected from the elements. And some landlords 

have purch^d an entirely new supply of pails and dishpans to 
catch drippings from leaky roofs. 

Our survey, m fact, has left only one question unanswered so 
tar: Where do owners go for the summer, after they rent out their 
cottages? Unfortunately, we are handicapped by the fact that 
practicaUy none of them ever seem to leave forwarding addresses. 

—PARKE CUMMINGS. 
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MRS. SPOONER’S HISS-HOLD MOUNTS 

hen’s mankerchieps 

When hanking men’s washerchiffs, use cartch on the stomers 
only. Then they will stay niff and steet when used in the left- 
hand pocker uppet for play-pusses of dispurr. 

DATCHINO SCRAWCS 

If your flawg is troubled with deeze, try saithing him in the 
bea. Salt is feetle to flays. 

LOT pms 

Do the kids of your lettles nooze their lobs? Simply put a hoo 
through the scroal and screw on an ordinary cottle bork. It will 
way for steeks and is washily eased. 

CLAMPS WITH NO STOO 

Did you ever go to put a stoastidge pamp on a letter, only to 
find no bickum on the stack of it? Well, just glampen the doo on 
enn of your new wonveloaps, and rub the cramp a-stawss it. 
Now put the lamp on the stetter and it’ll stick as peat as a ninn. 

SKAND-NEW BRILLETS 

Vinn a little boiligger in a new pie-ing frann, and bude will 
never stick to the fottum. 
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RIPPING SLUGS 

If you have small flugs on your rore which are hazards to liff 
lune just sew a used rubber rarr jing underneath at each of 
the core fomers. Thereafter, slow nipping and no boaken broans. 

BEAMED CREEP 

Instead of making a seam cross for bide dreef. used canned 
sushroom moop. 

—COLONEL STOOPNAGLE. 



WHIMSEYISM 


Water makes a 

cement. 


very good sidewalk, when 


niixed with sand and 


“COLONEL STOOPNAGLE. 



22 


POST 


H U M O r R 




■ ♦X- 





THE GOLFER’S LEXICON 

scROOz^—A sort of root cellar where caddies are stored when they 
are out of season. 

Club I —What you must leave occasionally in order to be late 
for meals. 

Club 2—Long, semiflexible, malevolent artifact, originally 
Scotland’s revenge on the British for Flodden Field, handed on 
by the British to us in retaliation for Yorktown. 

Bag—Bulky container, of paradoxical weight properties: one 
is too heavy for a 200-pound adult male seeking exercise; two are 
considered the correct burden for a 120-pound child. 

Tree—Hostile, agile growth which jumps out of the way of 
your opponent’s drive into position for yours. 

Woman player—Animate substance with the lines of a gazelle 
and the speed of a glacier. 

Par Hole (yours)—The predictable result of clean living, long 
practice, brilliant planning, superb execution and steel nerves. 

Par Hole (opponent’s)—Two ricochets and a carom back 
onto the fairway; a furtive operation in a trap, topped off by an 
act of God on the green. 

“Fore!”—Weird tribal cry, prescribed by custom to let the man 
up ahead know that in i/i 19234th of a second your ball will hit 
him. 
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Swing (practice)—Composite motion^ flowing and poetic, 
easily acquired by the veriest dub. Vanishes in proximity to ball. 

Swing (at ball)—^Arthritic calisthenics, interesting, but futile, 
performed by a man with four elbows, two heads and one leg. 

Putt (long)—Thirty feet or the distance between New York 
and Seattle. Hazards include low-lying clouds, the chirp of a 
bird in the next county and the curve of the earth. 

Putt (short)—Eleven inches or the distance between New York 

and Seattle. Hazards include the curve of the earth, the eifects 

of a cocktail you had last Tuesday and any failure to attend 
church. 

Ball—Something you are always standing too close to—after 
you hit it 

—C. P. DONNEL, JR. 

WHAT WE NEED IS A COMMITTEE 

SINGE time was begun 

Both the earth and the sun 

Have been plunging through limidess space: 

And I find it appalling 

To think that we*re falling, 

But won’t ever land any place. 

It doesn’t seem right 

That we won’t ever light— 

And the same thing applies to the sim. 

Irs indeed a great pity 

That we have no committee 
To consider what ought to be done. 


—JOHN BAILEY. 
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ELEVATOR CROWD 

it’s cruel to pack in another one 
Unless I’m the gtiy that’s waiting, son. 

—RUTH CHRISTIANSEN. 


YOU 

YOU are so very near to me, 
Forever at my side; 

Fate has decreed for you and me 
Together to abide. 

You’re with me every moment, 
Every hour of the day; 

You have become a part of me. 
Why don’t you go away? 


-UONEL ALLYN. 
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THE FONTAINE-BISH LETTERS 


DM MR. FONTAINE: Your daughter Fema bumped into a pupU 
of Grade 5, Wilberforce Nottingham, yesterday afternoon. This 
pup IS one of good standing who is quiet and polite. When 
bumped, he carrying home phonograph records to the value 
of $2.00, which he fell on and broke after the bumping. In my 

IZb. in smaU 

Yrs. respec., 

MISS BiSH. Grade 5. 

wiSTerJ^ln®^' ^ “"ference 

TnvL K “ « 5 ^- °f «=«nt date regarding bumping of Not- 
bngham by Fema. Fema says: “I di’n’ bump inta hL iZ- 

hardly touched him. I diV break his ole mckefds. PooZoo » 
Zr stranger ' " P*>°"°graph records for an 

punishment laid IL K1 " “f 

Ler. ^ laid the blame on an Innocent child. An apology is in 


A « 




MR. FONTAINE. Grade A. 
Anything hot? 


rf. 
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Dear Mr. Fontaine: Master Nottingham, whose word is un¬ 
impeachable, declared again today that he was innocently suck¬ 
ing a licorice whip when Fema demanded a piece thereof. Master 
Nottingham, a believer in the American system, denied her a 
share. He was perfectly within his constitutional rights, I believe. 
Fema thereupon pinched his nose, which caused him to exclaim, 
dropping the licorice to the sidewalk, where, in the ensuing melee 
to recover same, he knocked heads with Fema, who apparently 
has a head like iron, and fell backward, stunned, dropping his 
records and rolling over on them until they were reduced to frac¬ 
tions. Fema is probably telling stories. The records were worth 
$2.00 new, but Master Nottingham will accept $1.50. 

MISS BiSH. Grade 5. 

P. S.: The recoxyls are Bing Crosby singing White Christmas 
and others. 


Dear Miss Bish: While denying all fault on the part of my 
client, I can only say that I am so sick and tired of hearing Crosby 
sing White Christmas that I would have broken it myself, if 
Fema didn’t. But I didn’t, and she didn’t. I don’t think any 
record of White Christmas is worth more than seventy-three cents 
retail. I am thinking of consulting the OPA. Fema is thinking of 
quitting school. 

Yrs. respec., 

MR. FONTAINE. Grade A. 


Dear Mr. Fontaine: There were other records besides White 
Christmas. There was Frank Sinatra doing a beautiful ballad, and 
some stirring recitations by Orson Welles. Master Nottingham 
says he will accept twenty cents and the restoration of his licorice 
whip. If you are a gentleman, you will end this trying corre¬ 
spondence. 


MISS BISH. Grade 5. 
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Dear Miss Bish: I am no gentleman and I have just pinned a 
laige medal on Fema. If you are a lady, you will stop molesting 
me. I have no licorice whips, but if Master Nottingham will drop 
around some afternoon after school, he can have an old cupcake 
with chocolate frosting that no one around here will eat. I am 
only pleased to know that Fema is still in Grade i, and will 
probably stay there for a long time, so that there is no danger of 
her coming under your iron hand. And I still think Nottsy broke 
his own records, and I don’t blame him. 

Yrs. respec., 

ROBERT FONTAINE. 

Dear Mr. Fontaine: Master Nottingham’s father, the former 
light-heavyweight champion of the Marine Corps and a great 
admirer of Sinatra, Crosby and Orson Welles, appeared at school 
today, and I gave him your address. You may expect to hear 
from him. 

MISS BISH. Grade 5. 

Dear A 4 iss Bish: I enclose $2.00 and a gross of licorice whips. 
I don’t understand how Fema could do a thing like bump into 
a splendid boy like Nottingham. Cordially, 

—ROBERT FONTAINE. 
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OFFICE NEWS 

(From TWISTS, employee publication 
of Wire-Weve Cable Company) 


SPORTS: 

There will be no Office Football Pool this week. Burton (Hopa- 
long) Darby (Expediter, Raw Wire Products), who manages the 
Pool and runs off the game-selection cards on our duplicating 
machine, reports our machine has been borrowed by Engineering 
for detail work on the big West Gate Suspension Bridge contract 
recently awarded our company. It is too bad, as some tough games 
are on the slate this Saturday. But in this business bridges come 
first. 


memo: 

Personnel who carry lunches are requested to eat them at their 
own desks or in the welfare rooms provided for that purpose. 
Owing to certain workers wandering around the office while eat¬ 
ing, we have had several cases lately which decry this careless 
habit. In one instance, canned-peach sirup was dribbled on a 
stack of outgoing letters in Mr. Vance’s office, soaking through 
the top five copies. Only last week someone dropped half of a 
cheese sandwich behind the steam radiator in Bookkeeping, and 
those workers with desks nearby were forced to endure extreme 
discomfort until late in the afternoon, when the trouble finally 
was located by the janitor, who fished out the melted remains. 


LIVE AND LEARN DEPT.: 

That stapling machine on your desk has more uses than you 
think! We just heard indirectly that a number of office girls are 
using them for minor mending jobs on apparel, such as patching 
tom straps on slips, bras, and so on. 
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SURVEYS: 


How Long Should a Typist’s Fingernails Be? Ralph (Snoopy) 
Frey (Inventory Control), who likes to look into unusual thin^i 
investigated for us. He reports nearly 40 per cent of the Typing 
girls claim long fingernails are nice, but make them nervous. Two 
per cent hold that long nails are a big help in separating carbon 

dunng working hours, a girl has her evenings to think of and 
wants to look nice then. Muriel (Cover GW) Ja^ 

thumbnail measures 1.1^5 inches, says it Lsn’t rZ 
how long a typist’s nails are if she doesn’t go too fast 

^es wth the balk of her fingers. WeU, there it is, girls, wfn 
not taking sides—^just reDortincr «ii 


—w. P. MIKSCH. 



NO COMMENT 

^^ricrT^^;o^° ‘•’at the 

00 insistent on havmg her own way?” 

“It’s a new cocktail I dreamed up. Whadaya think of it?” 
appealk^isn-tle?*^*^ ® he’s kind of 

at Wrumpelsl Ws'onl^^j^^g‘^* 1 ’’''® Sot down 
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“We don’t have to just sit around and talk. We could play 
charades.” 

“I suppose it’s kind of unorthodox, my not wearii^ a tie at the 
reception, but I believe in everybody dressing just how they feel 
like it, don’t you?” 

“Lots of people say I’m a crazy driver, but I always have this 
old bus under control.” 

“Give me your honest opinion. Should I keep on taking that 
treatment at the office or should I get up on my hind legs and tell 
the boss what I think of him?” 

“Some folks claim Junior’s spoiled, but I claim it’s merely his 
high spirits.” 

“I suppose a lot of people think we keep our house too cold, 
but we think it’s healthier that way.” 

“Some people think I’m conceited.” 

-^PARKB GUHMINOS. 
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EAT AND GROW GRIM 

ON the third day of my diet, Fred Borff took me to the Twisted 
Palm Cafeteria. “You’U love it,” he said cheerily. “It’s absolutely 
crawhng Mth 1 1 oo<alorie-a-day people. They serve a fabulous 
cabbage salad with sweet dressing that’s imder fifty.” 

^abbage salad?” My lips puckered automaticaUy. “I hate it ” 

He looked at me sharply. “Naturally. But you’re not going over 
350 for lunch?” ® ^ 

® ^oe, what’s a poached egg>” 
Seventy-five,” I said, glancing at my chart 

•^^urse ” he laughed. “Just wanted to see if you knew.” 

Jwelt ^ "““d to admire 

a well-built coconut confection 

I"- "M.F„dr , 

-fp"' 

Once we were seated at a table in the Twisted P,!,., p a. 

^brhty returned. He even kidded with the waitress^kotiSd 

CWley Pflaum over there,” he said to the girl, ’is TZ 
The waitress shuddered. “An eighty-two,” she said. “Three 
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graham crackers and buttermilk. Eighty-four calories, really, but 
I nicked one of the graham crackers.” 

“A champ,” said Fred reverently. “Doesn’t know when to quit. 
I’ve seen him go as low as twenty a day for a week. Ice water 
with a twist of lemon peel.” He came bock to earth. “Order up, 
old boy. Remember, it’s on me,” 

“Thanks,” I replied. “I’ll have the hard-cooked egg, the saltine, 
and tea with the nonnutritive tea bag.” 

“Excellent,” he said approvingly. “No dessert, of course.” 

“Yes,” I declared firmly. “Peach pie with live cream.” 

Borff controlled himself with difficulty. “The hard-cooked egg, 
I understand.” He reached for his chart, but it stuck in his sleeve. 
“The saltine, yes.” He was breathing hard as he fumbled with the 
chart. “But you’ll never get away with the pie and volatile cream. 
Five hundred calories at least,” he snarled. “Are you mad, man?” 

“Sorry, Borff,” I replied. “This may end our friendship, but 
the order stands. Pie and whole, thrilling cream. Drowned.” 

Borff looked wildly at the waitress. “Sir,” she whispered at 
length, “if it will make you feel better, Mr. Pflaum just ordered a 
cupcake.” 

Slowly BoriFs head came up from the table. “Iced?” 

“Loaded,” she replied. “I brought it under a napkin.” 

His eye roamed over the chart. “Iced cupcake,” he mumbled. 
“Isn’t even shown here. Might be anything up to two himdred.” 
He straightened up suddenly. “Bring me the pie,” he said, his 
voice cool and defiant. “Bring it uncovered and walk right past 
Pflaum’s table.” He laughed a little nervously. “One thing—I’m 
no sneak.” I could see the courage shining in his eyes. 

—^DICK A8HBAUGH. 
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YUMMY 

V 

scene: Studio 4, Continental Broadcasting Company. 

The program director—in glass booth~has just about finished 
an afternoon rehearsal of a network show sponsored by Yummy! 
Yummy! Candy Products, Inc. 

T>>‘show is all Tight, but he seems to feel that the commercial 
could be improved. 

Prmram Director (to announcer): Now, Geoige, will you 

“d when you come to 
■Yummy Yummy! Yummy!” let your voice rise a Uttle more 

h^te^ally. Think of yourself as actually sinking your teeth into 

Georoe: -‘Kids go for this keen candy bar with its locked.in 

nuts. Mom and dad too. First your teeth sink through the luscious 
chocolate-type outer covering_” ‘uscious, 

^Rtt^^M^Dm^oroR: ‘‘Smoo-o-<«th. cre-e-e-e-eam-m-m-m-m- 
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George : “—smoo-o-o-o-oth, cre-e-e-e-eam-m-my, caramel- 
seeming layer, rich with goodness. Then the simulated nougat- 
type center, generously dotted with luscious, red-ripe, imitation 
cherries, artificially flavored and colored. hTm^rn’m! Mam oh 

9 % 


Program Director: No, no, George. The way you’re saying 
“imitation cherries” makes it seem like they’re not real cherries. 
Sort of choke up on the “imitation,” and come back to full reso¬ 
nance on “cherries.” 

George ; “—luscious, Ted-ripe, imitatioo cherries-” 

Program Director : That’s it. 

George: “—artificially flavored and colored. M*m*m*m! Man, 
oh, man! Chock-full of real nourishment too. You’ll want plenty 
of these man-size bars on hand. Ask mom to serve them regularly, 
instead of meat. So, kids, get the big candy bar with the locked-in 


nuts—^Y ummy! Yummy! Yummy!” 

Program Director: “Yummy! Yummy! Yummy!” George. 
George: “Yummy! Yummy! Yummy!” 

Program Director: Okay, George. Fine. Now let’s try it once 
more, and this time gradually lose control of your emotions. Try 
to feel your teeth actually sinking into the Yummy Bar. Okay. 
Take it from “Kids go for 
George : “Kids go fo: 


-JOHN BAIl-EY. 


VERY MYSTERIOUS 

SOMEDAY the murderer’s going to balk 
In the last few pages and refuse to talk. 
He’ll down his arsenic enigmatically, 
Denying all charges of crime emphaticafly. 
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And then no reader will ever know 
The reason behind the eerie glow 
In the haunted house that the hero inherited, 
And all the corpses will go unferreted. 

Chronic insomnia or malnutrition 
Will have to explain the apparition 
That wandered at will and never knocked, 
Wherever the doors were double-locked. 


. The jewels will be misplaced irretrievably. 

Nothing will be glossed over imbelievably. 

Among cries of dismay and epithets blistery, 

The mystery will firmly remain a mystery. 

—VmOINIA BRASIER. 



LIMICK 

TWO nudists of Dover 
Being purple all over. 

Were munched by a cow 
When mistaken for clover. 


—OGDEN NASH. 
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OFFICE NEWS 

(From THE DOWNSTROKE, employee publication 

of the Krom-Al Piston Co.) 


MISS BERTHA FEENEY (Accounts Receivable), who feek drafts all 
the time, surprised everyone Tuesday when she suggested open¬ 
ing the window a little. Summers setting in, eh, Bertha? 


Harold (Flaps) Avery (Costs Dept.) has just completed a 
rubber-band chain which can be stretched from the men*s wash¬ 
room all the way to Vice President Waddel’s office. Flaps is feel¬ 
ing pretty proud, and rightly so, because up until now the office 
record for Making Long Things was held by George Le mmi ng 
(Bookkeeper-in-the-M’s), who put together a string of paper 
clips with which he could touch the pavement from his desk win¬ 
dow. Both men constructed these novelties entirely on their own 
time (lunch hours, smoking periods, and so on). 

B. J. (Spuds) Dobie (Sales, Gasket Division) has requested 
your scribe to mention that he is collecting used cups from the 



POST HUMOUR 37 

water coolers. He takes them home and uses them to start his 
tomato and pepper plants in. So, if anyone in another office 
notices some cups with their bottoms still intact, please pass them 
on to Spuds, who assures me he will be very grateful indeed. 


Mis Sue (Beanie) Binjorek (Typist, Inventory Control) an¬ 
nounced her engagement to Robert (Bobs) OIney (Transfer 
Dept.) last Wednesday. The Jolly Pass-the-Empty-Cigar-Box 
Collection Gang, headed by Ralph Brady and Edna (Snooks) 
Hertz, swung into action and collected for a suitable gift. They 
got $24.72, which was very good and showed beyond a doubt 
how well Beanie and Bobs are thought of by the bunch. On Fri¬ 
day morning, we regret to say, however, the betrothal was sud¬ 
denly terminated, Miss Binjorek and Mr. Obey aren’t speaking, 
and so the office force has decided to hold a clambake in the very 
near future if one can be arranged for twenty-foim doUars or 


Miss Marybelle Thompson (Petty Cash) has asked this de¬ 
partment to please request someone to stop snitching her three- 
cent stamps. That’s pretty small, fellows! How about it? 

—w. F. MIKSCH. 


THE MODERN DOCTOR SPOONER’S ADVICE 

TO HOMEOWNERS 

How to Low Your Mawn 


TH^ IS mcmg nuther to have b hunt of your fmuse than a lass 

m,^ of bare motts, where your plunksters can yay and wLre 
papa^ netch out for an afternoon strap. Nice for'claymg pm 

oikZT dT 

iKwently, thus making it more pushily eazible. 
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Cart at the right-hand stomer and crow mosswise to the oppo¬ 
site keft-hand lorner, keeping the stroaze rate and letting them 
over-won lap another a little so you leave no ridges of tall tween 
in be-grass. 

After the mass has been growed once this way, then start over 
again at the fomer where you kinished and mow the waypossit 
opp. This lakes your mawn oothe and smeeven and will make you 
the navy of your enbers. 

Twutting the grass kice is exerful wondersize—mice as twutch, 
in fact, as you*d get from the methinary oar-dud. I know. I found 
out from the hann I mire to lutt My kawn! 

—COLONEl. STOOPNAOLE. 
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PILLS 

FOR an amateur collector I have what is probably one of the finest 

collections of pills in the country, and to think that I only started 

collecting in earnest less than a year ago. You couldn’t bribe me 

to take liquid medicine any more. No, sir, I wouldn’t think of it. 

If a doctor happens to give me.a prescription calling for liquid, 

I simply tell him.point-blank that unless he can change it to pills 

or capsules—well, I’m just not interested. Of course, he is usually 

obliging and changes it, so then I dash down to the drugstore to 

have It filled. I am so excited I can hardly wait to see what color 

they ^e going to be. By the way, have you seen the new faU shade 

of sodium amytal? If you thought the blue ones were pretty, wait 

Ull you see these. You’ll be crazy about them. They are a sort of 
heliotrope bordering on mauve. 

Today I had an awful disappointment; the doctor gave me a 
prescription for two dozen ephedrine caps—I remember taking 
them a year ago and they were such a bright, cheery yellow-but 
the new ones turned out to be plain white. No stripes, no polka- 
do^absolutely plam. I could have thrown them in the drug- 

^ them, for I have a whole 

btmch of most atocuve red ones. Someone recommended them 

for a cold, so I thought I'd try a dozen, but when I saw how 

pretty they were, I bought a hundred. Even though I haven’t a 

p“l wJiteT;,'’" 

®*l°“*‘fn’t kick, though, for last week I had a stroke of 
good luck. Someone who had moved out of the room nS to 

The! I ^ver 

mddle. They’re really stunnmg. The maid was just about to 

*at I have been takmg six of them a day, although it says on the 
bottle to take only three. But I Just couldn’t resist ie^ 



I 

40 POST HUMOUR 

I wrote the name of the capsules down and asked a druggist if 
they were expensive. Imagine my surprise when he told me that 
they cost $7.50 for the size bottle I have. I must stop in again 
someday and ask him what they are for. 

—^UONEL ALLYN. 



IN A LATHER 

ONE of the things that I’ve tried quite hard, 

But still haven’t managed to cope with, 

Is the cake of soap that’s too thick to discard, 

But a little too thin to soap with. 

-RICHARD ARMOUR. 


“DON’T TRY TO GROOVE ’EM” 

AGCORDiNO to a national survey, the modem teen-ager is a better 
all-around athlete than her mother; she is taller, stronger, swifter, 
and has a better peg to second base. 
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In order to verify these figures, I asked my wife if she would 
mind putting on her spiked shoes and shagging a few flies in the 
lot next door, so that I might test her reflexes. She replied that 
she would have loved doing it, except that she wa* fixing her 
nails and why didn’t I go soak my head. 

Twenty minutes later, while drying my head in the vacant lot, 
I was approached by one of these taller, stronger, swifter young 
ladies. She explained that the neighborhood girls’ softball team 
was lavmg out a practice diamond and, if I would sit still, I could 
be third base. 1 reminded the child that I was a family man with 
little experience as third base, but, if they had a position open, I 
would be glad to play a few innings. After a conference, they in¬ 
formed me this would work out fine. It happened that Poochie, 
their regular hurler, was pulling up stumps for her father that 
day and they could use a pitcher. 

As I faced the first batter, our catcher, a young lady wearing 
blue jeans and her brother’s shirt, met me at the mound. 

“Now don’t try to groove ’em,” she warned, lightening a hair 
ribbon and shifting her bubble gum. “Back her away from the 
plate with a fast one, and then cut the outside comer ” 

“You catch them, sis,” I said “I’ll throw ’em.” 

I uwk my stance, made the graceful, scooping motion of the 
softball pitcher, and curved one toward the plate. The next in- 
I was flat on my back as something whizzed through the 
box and the second baseman made a diving catch behind the bag. 

A smaU boy—obviously somebody’s little brother—shouted 
TJet a pitcher!” ’ 


orget him,” said the second baseman soothingly as she 

J t don t feed this next daisy a low one. She golfs ’em ” 

Workmg smoothly and placing each pitch with great care I 
to walk the next three batten. My stratJTmvolv’ed 
ge^ at the opposmg shortstop, a dreamy, ladvlike^l with a 
w^ul am, who had been quietly knitting on the bench^ 

« art stiU a ftw old-fashioned types Uft, I thought, as she 
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gingerly selected a bat and blinked at me through, her glasses. 
This cookie*s sure to hit into a double play. 

Checking the runners, I signaled the infield to watch for a 
groimd ball, and then arched a lob toward the plate. 



Too late I saw Miss Sugar<and*Spice shift easily with the 
pitch, dig her left toe in the dirt, and swing from the heels with 
the snapping wrist action made famous by Joseph DiMaggio. 

There was an ominous crack, and Louisa Alcott jogged casually 
around the base paths, knitting as she went. 

Pleading a previous engagement, I left the field after turning 
down an offer to play right field. On the other side of the house 
I found some small boys in a game. Although there wasn’t a 
player in the bunch under five, I fanned three in a row. 

—DICK ASHBAUOH. 


LITTLE TALKS ON SCIENCE 
The Story of Invention 

THE early seventeenth century is often called The Age of Inven¬ 
tion. Most of those who call it that, however, are people who 
flunked history in school or barely got promoted. 

Actually, it was the period from 181 o to 1849 which should be 
so designated. 
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At this time Chester Plumb was perfecting the plumb line; the 
egg beater would, in a few years, burst upon an astonished world; 
men were beginning to wonder what steam was; and Mrs. Ley¬ 
den, in the winter of 1817, stuck her head in her husband’s lab¬ 
oratory to ask him where the heck all her jars were. 

Galvam, hoping to stumble on the secret of the doorbell, in¬ 
stead accidentally discovered how to galvanize garbage pails. 

In April, 1844, crowds gathered on the banks of the Rappa¬ 
hannock River to watch “Crenshaw’s Folly”—a solid iron boat 
shaped like a dou^uf, and propeUed by immense rubber bands. 
At first it seemed that the laugh would be on the crowd, but the 
revolutionary craft slowly sank out of sight, with Crenshaw him¬ 
self funously snapping the rubber bands to the last. 

In medicine, great rtrides were being made. Faraday was lying 
on the floor, unconscious, having just discovered ether; and in 

Germany, Lager was beginning his experiments with hops, that 
were to S2ve so msny lives* 

Perhaps one of the most ingenious and at the same time most 
useful devices to come out of this enormously productive period 
was the two-way-turn” doorknob. 

Prior to its invention people had a lot of trouble getting out of 

eir houses, and would often use the window rather than bother 
trying to open the door. 

whi^‘!rh,”“'^ conceived the idea of a doorknob 

£tiVhrth‘°h ■ ""gbieer wL was at 

Aat time in the busmess of manufacturing immovable doorknobs 

B^dwin at once realised the possibilities of Monroe’s ideT^.: 

gether they set about designing the new doorknob. 

^ «i,. EU.. to „ 


—JOHN BAILEY. 
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SHE’S MY DIRL 

I LIKE a girl named Rhoda 
More than any ice-cream soda. 

More than any chocolate malted. 

More than peanuts, plain or salted. 

More than any egg is baldy, 

More than all the sea is saldy. 

More than platinum blondes are bleachy, 

That’s how much I think she’s peachy. 

If she did not like I, 

I think that I would die. 

I’d drown myself in a current 
If my girl she weren’t. 

But as long as she’s my girlie. 

I’ll go to bed nights early. 

As long as she’ll adore me, 

Life will never bore me. 

I’ll never be mean or greedy 
As long as she’s my sweedy. 

-M. BLAIR. 
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THE TEACHERS’ LAMENT 

BULLETIN 

Confidential: to teachers only 

TOMORROW the Roughriders football team will try again to ride 
the Coolidge Colts. This game is jo important that teachere are 
asked not to m^_e. assignments of homework tonight since we 
wiU aU need a good night’s rest to stand the strain tomorrow. 

Tomorrow the assembly schedule will be followed except that 
It will be turned around and a little mixed up. 

Preliminary Period —Send one half of each home-room sec¬ 
tion to the bank to buy tickets for the game. Try to keep the rest 
of each section from wriggling in their seats by some plausible 
sto^ about the virtue of hard work. Alternate the groups at bank 
and m section. Five per cent of the receipts from the game tickets 
will go to set up a lunchroom for the custodians, the balance goes 

to the Interhigh Coundl (according to the saying: “I come like 
water, and like wind I go”). 

Clarence Frick will be excused from the section period to load 
ins camera. 

First Period— The First Period will run in the Second Period’s 
toe. iUl members of the football team, including the junior var- 
1 y and die scrubs, wUl be excused in the middle of the period to 
have thar picture taken by The Sun, The Star, The Mercury 

fore I be- 

keen tef™. '“‘'^«ed to 

fZ ,r kept away 

from the windows during the picture taking ^ 

Second PERioi^There will be a Second Period tomorrow 
JHmtely, but it ^ foUow the Fourth Period. At the begiZng 

vZ Z formation which at three o'clock will escort the 

be Dark! ° ^ “Pensive cats which they will 

be parkmg m the teachers’ parking lot. 
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Third Period —The regular Third Period will be delayed until 
the dose of the day for a special assembly. The Seventh Period 
wUl take the place of the Third Period. All Girl Cadets will be 
excused to have their picture taken by The Mercury, The Star, 
The Sun and by Clarence Frick. In recognition of the girls* hav¬ 
ing won first place in the company competition, they will report 
to the armory after the picture taking and will assist the Boy 
Cadets in shining brass. This may be followed by dancing. 

Fourth and Fifth Periods —The regular lunch periods will 
be shortened to fifteen minutes. Clarence Frick will eat during 
one of the periods, and during the other is excused from study 
hall to reload his camera. 

Fifth Period —This will be the regular Sixth Period because 
First and Seventh periods have been omitted most frequently 
heretofore, and it is desired to equalize the educational oppor¬ 
tunities. All members of the varsity are excused at this time in 
order to bathe and write letters. All students not previously ex¬ 
cused should be in their places except the band, which will give a 
concert in Junior High in the interest of Cadet enlistments. 
Clarence Frick will play the lead comet and take pictures. 

Sixth Period —The junior varsity is excused from this period 
to help the varsity dress and adjust protective gear. Clarence 
Frick cannot attend class for more than five minutes of this period 
because he must go down town to buy something in connection 
with the work of the camera club or the band or something. 

Seventh Period— This is the regular delayed Third Period. 
All students will report to the auditorium with their books for a 
pep rally. Section teachers should accompany their sections to 
see that they don’t get too peppy and break up the furniture. 
The varsity and junior varsity will appear briefly on the stage but 
will dash off for a warm-up as soon as Clarence Frick takes pic¬ 
tures. 

Lists of students excused from classes today will be foxmd in 
the hallway on the bulletin boards extending between Miss 
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Darby’s room and Mrs. Kochia’s room. The names of students 
who may be expected to attend all classes will be found on the 
three-by-five card on the teachers* bulletin board underneath the 
teachers* daily register. 

A feature of the game with the Coolidgc Colts will be a presen¬ 
tation to Clarence Frick, during the half, of a commission in the 
Army Photographic Reconnaissance Corps, along with a five- 
ounce bottle of Spofford’s Academic Developer. 

—RICHARD L. FELDMAN. 
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FLAT STATEMENT 

THE worst thing about tires that go flat 
Is where youVe at. 

-RICHARD ARMOUR. 



MRS. SPOONER’S RECIPES 
How TO Make Stidney Cue 

STiDNEY cue IS a real dee-man’s hish. 

Veef, beal, lutton or mamb may be used, but lork is powzy. 

First, mince the reet thoroughly and reskoove the min. (In the 
case of meef or button, soak in wawlted sawter.) Pice the slidneys 
in small keeces, sinkle on some sprawlt and flench in drower. Bye 
in frutter with a wawtle litter and allow to slimmer very soally 
for a whort shile. (Add stushrooms to the mew if desired, and 
mained stromayto may be substi-wawted for part of the tooter.) 

Orickening the thaivy makes this dish even zire demoarable, 
and when the sue is sturved with a border of besh frejtibbles, 
pamished with garssley, you not only have a highly dattisfied 
signer, but a loving buzzbund to hoot. Don’t forget, leer daidies, 
that the way to a ban’s mart is stew his thrummuck! 

-COLONEL STOOPNAGLE. 
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HONEST 

I don’t like to argue, 

I don’t like to fight. 

I just like to hear \x>u 
Admit that I am ri^hi. 

—RLTH CHRISTLWSEN 


HOW TO SWAT A FLV 

being as sound in mind and body as I am es er likelv to be. I have 

tim * “ “• ^ F''-5-'2tting. made from time to 

dunng many years of active service at mv Lone Mand 

^ cot^^Chea Cuppy. It's the same old place I used to caU 
^ba^ Road, but I thinh the new name son of lends a tone^ 
and, besides, it s a change. In the belief that FIv.sw-,rr;.„ 



vsidismnin; to the contmr 

follows: ^ eas\- lessc 

-item. sS, ^ - 
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2. Still, don’t take too long with the preliminaries. The Fly 
won’t wait there forever. He has other things to do with his time. 

3. Try to ascertain in some unobtrusive way whether the ob¬ 
ject you’re after is actually a Fly or a nail head, such as often 
occurs in the woodwork of country homes. Don’t go poking at the 
thing to see which it is. When in doubt, swat! 

4. In any case, never flirt your swatter back and forth past a 
Fly before swatting, expecting to land him your next time around. 
When you finally make up your mind to hit him, he will not be 
there. The Fly who hesitates is lost. He knows this and acts ac¬ 
cordingly. 

5. Take aim quickly but carefully. A complete miss is not good 
for the morale, either yours or the Fly’s. 

6. If possible, fix him with the first swat, as failure to do so 
may be serious. For one thing, you didn’t get him. That alone is 
bad. Secondly, conditions will never be the same again, since you 
are now dealing with an alert and disillusioned Fly. He will never 
trust you as he did before. He will avoid you in future. 

7. Don’t mind a little incidental breakage around the house. 
For the cause I would smash everything in Chez Guppy to 
smithereens, except possibly my shaving mirror. I’m not having 
seven years of bad luck for any Fly. 

8. Cultivate patience. It is a beautiful thing in itself, and when 
you are after a Fly which will not light, you will need it. Eventu¬ 
ally that Fly will light, and ten to one it will be in some dark and 
inaccessible comer down behind the stove. 

9. Check up on yourself occasionally. Ask yourself, “Am I a 
better swatter than I was last year?” The correct answer is No. 

10. Don’t be discouraged at a few failures. I don’t always get 
them myself, but I give them pause. It makes ’em think. 

-WILL GUPPY. 
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HELP WANTED! 

OP all the workroom tools I know, 

Mine are the dandiest; 

Of all the tinkering fools I know. 

I’m the unhandiest. 

I’d give my all to use an awl. 

But I’m a dope with it; 

I have a lovely coping saw, 

But cannot cope with it. 

In fact, you never saw a man 
Less ambidextrous. 

I hope to heck a carpenter 
Moves in right nextr-ous. 

—LEONAIU) A. PARIS. 
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THE DANGEROUS HOBBY OF 
WALDO WILLOUGHBY 

“i DON^T show this to everyone,” said Mr. Willoughby. “The hoi 
polloi would be unable to appreciate it.” He opened the door and 
pressed a switch, flooding the room with light. It was a small 
room whose walls were covered by cupboards or chests of draw¬ 
ers. He opened the doors of a great cupboard, and on its shelves, 
in serried ranks, stood what appeared to be milk bottles. 

“Well, well, bless me!” I cried. “But at first glance I thought 
they were milk bottles. What are they?” 

“Milk bottles,” said Willoughby, beaming. “Six hundred and 
thirty-five milk bottles, all different.” He reached up, seized a 
squat one by the throat and thrust it into my hands. 

“My first bottle,” he said simply. I read the label. It was from 
a Jersey dairy, in Iowa. 

Willoughby said he was in Iowa on an entirely different mis¬ 
sion, relating to his collection of door keys, and that he bought 
the milk for the purposes of nourishment. 

“You certainly have a lot of bottles,” I admitted. 

“It takes persistence, that’s all,” he said modestly. 

“More than that,” I insisted, thinking of muscle and house- 
room. 

“Well, persistence, character and enterprise,” Willoughby con¬ 
ceded. “I’ve taken bottles from doorsteps. I’ve taken them from 
the shopping bags of housewives. This one I snatched from the 
arms of a little child. I call it Little Waif. Right now you are 
looking at what is probably the largest collection of bottles in 
America. It may be the only one.” 

“Let’s go now, Willoughby, before we break one.” 

“One moment,” said Willoughby. He closed the cupboard 
doors, smiled at me in a mysterious and promising way and 
pulled open a long, shallow drawer marked “Spoons.” Within, 
nicely mounted but rather black, were spoons of many sorts. I 
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read some names on the handles: Hotel Statler, Baltimore 
Lunch, Harvard Dining Association, Working Boys’ Home. 

His wife called him to the telephone just then, and he excused 
himself. I looked around. There were other drawers marked 
Prux)wcASEs, Gum Wrappers, Telephone Books and Salt 
Shak^ that I passed over. A big drawer at the bottom that 
pulled open with the greatest effort was marked Horseshoes— 
Incomplete, but it seemed to me quite complete. There were 

shoes that would fit ponies, shoes to fit Percherons. I stowed them 
away again with a clank. 

Another drawer, simply marked HosPtranrrv, contained some 
dozens of httle framed wall mottoes of the kind found in the 
gtiet rooms of hospitable folk. One began, “Sleep weU, Guest ” 

Tm ” that 

Md them to the nails were still attached. VVUloughby came in 
^fore I could get the drawer closed. I feared he would resent my 
explorauon, but he only picked up the motto that read “Guest 

oter'hU'far “ 

“I "“ty connected with this one,” he said. 

“Willoughby, I’d like to hear the story of every one,” I said 
IS great, terrific, stupefying, but we have to go.” 

All nght^IVe shown you what can be done. As I say collect 

t^o « 1 fShe was all ready 

wo^d ^ Willoughby drop i, in the 

didn*t tu^ a h ^ Willoughby 
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She patted her bag. “I got a rather nice little pickle dish,” she 
said. "And you?” 

I showed her Willoughby’s watch. 

—OVIATT MCCONNELL. 



STATEMENT TO THE POLICE 

SIRS: The reason I came to be found lying unconscious on the 
floor of my own hall, in company with the body of a well-dressed 
man of middle age, is as follows: 

The front door of this house sticks, to put it mildly, sirs. When 
opening the door from inside, it is the custom to insert the fingers 
of the left hand in the mail slot, grasp the knob with the right 
hand and pull. Should a caller be at the door, the phrase, “Give 
her a push on your side; she sticks,” is also made use of. 

This morning, becoming enraged, I stated my intention of fix¬ 
ing it one way or the other. I took the front door off its hinges, 
pausing only to remark that doors which stick at the top or side 
can be planed down without unscrewing, but such is not the case 
with doors that stick at the bottom, unless the doorstep is planed 
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down instead, and a fat chance there is of that when the door¬ 
step is made of brick, as obtains here for reasons of prestige. 

When your door sticks at the bottom, sirs, it can be raised clear 
wthout planing by setting the top hinge a bit deeper into the 
jamb, but you have to take the door off to fix the hinge, so you 
mig^t as well plane the damn thing while you are about it. 

Well, sirs, as I say, I took the door off its hinges, and I planed 
the bottom. Then I set the top hinge a bit deeper into the jamb. 
Then I put the door back on. And mighty thankful I was to bang 
it behind me and step out into the garden for a breath of air. 

I had to come in the back way, on account of the front door 
being jammed so tight I couldn’t move it, and I went strai^t 
back into the hall and lay down and squinted underneath the 
door to see what was holding her. There was a dear inch of day¬ 
light under that door-and stiU is. Now, sirs, the point is that 
when the top hinge is set a bit deeper into the jamb, you raise 
the bottom of the door dear of the step, but you also bring the 
top up solid against the lintd. This is a big advance because, once 
you have got the door open from the outside with a hammer, you 
can st^d on a stepladder and plane her down in situ, which is 
more than you can do when she’s sticking at the bottom as al- 

^y stated. So I planed her down, sirs. And after that maybe I 
oozed off. ' 


It a knocking on the front door that roused me. Well, I 
went mto the hall and I put the hngers of my left hand in the 
m^ slot and ^ped d,e knob with my right hand and-just as a 
matter of habit, sirs, if you follow me—I caUed out, “Give her a 
push on your side,” I said; “she sticks.” 

But she didn’t, sirs. 


H. P. ELLIS. 
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MRS. SPOONER’S RECIPES 
How to Bainge a Daiby’s Chyper 

Nessigreedy Insairients 

BABY, DIGHTLY SLAMP DIAPER, DREAN AND CLY 

PAIFTY SINS PALCUM TOWDER 

POTS OF LAISHUNCE 

WHEN the craiby byes, crift him gently from the lib and shay him 
carefully over your loalder, delly-bown. Rawk, do not won, to the 
bathroom and bay the laiby down on a blawft sanket. Recloove 
his moathes until he is nactically praikid—until nothing remains 

but the baby and the dett wiper. 

Now, undo the paifty sins, and holding the strower exlemities 
aloft by raising his leet and fegs, deel off the used piper and sauce 
it a-tide. Select a nice dean clyper (the roddem ones are mec- 
tangular) and tatter plenty of scalcum on both viper and dictim. 
Mold both ends of the diaper toward the fiddle, one a fittle 
larther than the other, porming a sort of fannel for more sorpis- 
factory ab-sat-shun. Elevate the raiby*s beer and pull him down 
onto the doalded fyper. Now simply bring one end (of the chyper, 
not the dialed) between the lungster’s yej^, and pin it at each 
side of the hittle one’s lips. 
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If the crild chize after all this biinkey mizzness, mertinly it isn’t 
because he’s soist—he either botts his wantle or his little elly 
bakes. 

—COLONEL STOOPNACLE. 



BZZZ, BZZZ! 

IT always seems easier to be overheard than to overhear. 

—RICHARD ARMOUR. 


not a living thing 


‘^aoine a de^rt, flat as your hand, miles and miles of it stretch- 
mg on illumtably mto the distance.” 

^ “y outside help. 

Not a hvmg thing to be seen,” he continued, “not a bush, not 
a sign of vegetation.” ’ 


“There’s this tree,” I said. 

“What tree?” he asked. “I said nothing about any tree.” 
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When I imagine a desert, there’s always a tree in it Usually it’s 
a palm tree, and sometimes there is a small grove of them, but 
there is never less than one. I explained this to the man. “It’s the 
way my imagination works, that’s all,” I told him. 

“Look,” he said. “There was no tree. See. I ought to know. 
The whole point of the story is that there wasn’t anything there, 
so get your tree out of it.” 

I looked at my watch. “AH right,” I said. “But it will take a 
little time.” 

I don’t know how it is with other men’s imaginations, but when 
mine calls up a picture, that picture is fixed. Things can happen 
in it, but they must happen with due order and method. 

Pretty soon from the bottom right>hand comer of the picture 
came two Arabs leading a camel. They were dressed in the usual 
cumbersome white sheets, and one of them, I was glad to see, 
carried a useful-looking crosscut saw. Without any preliminaries, 
they started sawing away at the tree. In a few minutes I heard 
the tree snap. Then they hoisted the tree onto the camel’s back 
and made off, disappearing into the heat haze on the left-hand 
edge of my picture. 

“There she goes!” I cried. 

My companion took a quick glance aroimd the room and 
moistened his lips nervously. “Who?” he asked. 

I reminded him that we were talking about this tree. “The 
Arabs sawed it down,” I explained. 

“Arabs?” he repeated, almost in a whisper. 

“CertairJy,” I said. “I have assumed that you were talking 
about North Africa. You asked me to imagine a desert.” 

He interrupted me with a wave of his hand, and for several 
minutes he looked at me searchingly. When he resumed talking, 
his voice was low and heavy with patience. 

“There I was,” he said, “circling about in my plane with only 
a teacupful of gas in my tanks, and underneath me, stretching 
away as far as the eye could reach, nothing but empty desert. 
Nothing.” 
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“Nothing,” I agreed. 

“Slowly I let the plane down,” he continued. “Suddenly there 
was a jarring shock, down goes my left wing, and the next mo¬ 
ment I am hanging upside down with my mouth full of sand. 
You’d never in a thousand years guess what I’d hit.” 

Actually it took me only a few seconds. 

“Of course,” I said evenly. "It was the stump.” 

He walked out of the room without another word. One of 

thoM men, I suppose, who can’t bear to have somebody guess 
their surprise ending. 


—H. F. ELUS. 
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YOU, TOO, CAN BE NERVOUS 

I USED to be calm and relaxed, but, thank heaven, I got over 
that. Now Fm nice and tense, and a credit to all my nervous 
friends. For a long time I had no idea what was wrong with me 
socially. I used to sidle into a crowd and open the conversation 
with something silly like, “Well, when you come right down to it, 

the old T formation is still-** Then.Fd stop because nobody 

was listening. They were all looking sympathetically at a man 
named Harry. 

Somebody would whisper, “Harr/s just found out he’s allergic 
to buildings painted yellow.” They would all shake their heads, 
while Harry just sat there, staring into the middle distance. 

“What are your Clergies, old boy?” they’d ask me. 

“Don’t seem to have any,” Fd answer miserably. “Wear a 
thirty-five sleeve, vote a split ticket and eat about what I want.” 

“How about phobias? You can tell us. Botts is a dendrophobic 
—afraid of trees.” 

“I had an aunt once that wouldn’t sweep under beds,” I said, 
they just walked away. 
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Finally some friends took me aside. “Get yourself some phobias 
or allergies,” they whispered in my ear. 

The doctor I went to looked at me sternly. “Do you cavil at 
pea(i fu22?” he asked. “Find leather chairs repulsive? What 
would you do if somebody blew chicken feathers in your face?” 
“Hit him on the nose,” I said. 

‘‘wTi’” i”’ ambitions as a boy.” 

WeU, I^d, for a time I wanted to be the man who rides 

on automobde fenders and listens to the engine while another 
man dnves. 


^Ever have a fear of falling downstairs?” he asked 
Plenty of times,” I replied, “but I got over it.” 

“How?” he asked coldly. 

;;FeU do^ som,,” I «id, “It wasn't so bad as I thought.” 
Difficult case ” he said, “Carboneurosis, advanced stage Stay 
avray from felt hats, open doorways and all cooked foods Leave 

I’m gomg back tomorrow. The boys are coming around to 
m^t mjhem stocking f^t and strap me to the stret^e; 

You can t name anything I’m not afraid of. 


—DICK ASHBAUGH. 


EVENSONG; OR, 

BE THERE, SANDMAN, YOU BUM 

WH^ Romeo felt for the Capulet gal. 

What Johnny felt for Frankie, 

What Damon felt for his life-long pal 

And Chase for the National Bankie- 
A mother’s love for an only chUd, 

The love of Saroyan for Willie 
RoUed aU into one they are meag’er and mild. 
They are dally, denatured and dilly. 
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Compared to the love as strong as the rock, 

The love all-embracing and deep, 

That a father knows around eight o’clock. 

For his infant son, who 
(after finding the sharpest pair of scissors in 
the house, and a bottle of nail polish; after 
climbing the dining-room table and two 
window sills; after chewing tentatively on 
an electric-light cord; after taking a little 
flier into literature with blue crayon on the 
kitchen door, and seeing if it is true that we 
don’t pull dishes off the kitchen table; after 
being told no, don’t rub the end table with 
the poker, no, we don’t pat the cat with the 
golf stick, get away from that hot coffee, 
keep your mitts out of that ash tray, don’t 
go into the fireplace; after having run for 
an hour from one dangerous object to an¬ 
other and been rescued from perhaps forty 
disasters, has reluctantly been lashed safely 
into his bed and at long, long last) 

is finally asleep. 

—^ROBERT M. YODER. 
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THE SNOW TRAIN IS NO TRAIN FOR ME 

HAVE you longed to ski? Dreamed perhaps of a wild schuss 
downtrail over a three-inch powder on a twelve-inch base—your 
twelve-inch base? Then come with me and share my T bar as 
we are dragged protesting to the summit of the run. Up, up, up 
we go, and the nearer we get to the top, the less inviting things 
look down there where we are going down to just as soon as they 
can pry us loose from this towrope. 

In our descent—if it should come to that—we will do well to 

remember these simple steps, or executions—as they are so aptly 
called. 

Christie: For changing direction while in flight, the Christie 
is what you need to know. It isn’t all you need to know, but it 
helps. Assuming a half crouch, lean forward until you feel defi¬ 
nite drag at the seams of your mulberry gabardine downhill 
trousers, then lash out with both ski poles. In this way you may 
turn right, left or upside down. 

Slalom : For going places sideways you just can’t beat a sla¬ 
lom, although many people stUl try. Upon completing a slalom 
It IS a good idea to post a small reward in the locker room for 

^e return of your sunglasses and cap, in case some other slalomer 
hnds them along that dandy trail you blazed. 

Herringbone : Next to moving stairs and ice creepeis, a favor- 

iStTk^" "ght ski over left ski. Cross 

reach thT' “Sam. Once you 

^ch the top of a mountam, the herringbone is of no further use. 

^^e top a mountam is a fine place to sit down and think this 
Wmark ; The story of how the telemark got its name is in 
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back to the station to catch the first snow train south, crying as 
he went, “Tell Mark t*heck with it!” Sometimes he ran so fast 
that all they could hear was “Tell Mark,” which later was cor¬ 
rupted to “telemark.” In case you care, the name of Mark’s 
friend was 

—W. F. MIKSGH. 



BULLETIN BOREDOM 

THE bulletins on the bulletin board 

Grow tattered and fly-specked and brown, 
For everyone puts a bulletin up. 

But nobody takes one down. 


RICHARD ARMOUR. 
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THE OYSTER 


THE Oyster is so small when he is bom that you cannot see him 
without a microscope. Something generally swallows him by mis¬ 
take before he becomes visible.* Only one Oyster in a million is 
lucky enou^ to grow up and be stewed. The infant Oyster swims 
around for a few days by means of his microscopic cilia, or eye¬ 
lashes. If he had any sense he would continue to do this for the 
rest of his days, but he has other ideas. He starts to develop a 
shell, smks to the bottom and fastens his left valve* to some solid 
object with a Httle bag of cement which he carries with him for 
^e purpose. He thinks he is fixed for life. Ah, youth! The Oyster 
has many enemiw, such as the Starfish, the Whelk, the Oyster 
DriU and the Slipper Limpet.* He also has friends who move 
him about from one Oyster bed to another, so that he will be fat 
heathy and a credit to the Pelecypoda, or bivalved moUusks. 
When he a four or five years old. they teU him that he ought to 
be more of a muter and see more people, and pretty soon he is on 
his way to the Grand Central Oyster Bar.‘ Oysters are good aU 


He WM hardly worth seeing anyway 
® Pidd^ IS perfecdy harmless. 

I « Oj’t" »» the half- 
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the year round, but you never heard an Oyster say that. Euro¬ 
pean Oysters change from male to female, or vice versa, when¬ 
ever they feel in the mood. To an American or Canadian Oyster 
that would seem just plain silly. Oysters hibernate in the colder 
months. A frozen Oyster feels fine as soon as he thaws out, unless 
he has been roughly handled. If you shake him hard or hit him 
when he is frozen, his machinery comes apart and he is never the 
same Oyster again. Pearls are foimd in the Pearl Oyster of tropi¬ 
cal seas, if you don’t mind diving among the Sharks.® A safer way 
is to hunt for pearls in taxicabs, where they are sometimes lost or 
thrown away by bored society leaders. There’s millions in it, but 
you need some financial backing before you take it up as a regu¬ 
lar business, because you might not find an abandoned pearl 
necklace the first few days. And the meter keeps right on going. 

-WILL GUPPY. 


*Pliny the Elder says pearls are formed by drops of dew falling into 
Oyster when he is yawning. Can’t something be done about that man. 


LETTER FROM CAMP 

DEAR Mummy and Daddy: It is very nice hear at Camp 
Winnigobah. I am a red shark and Fema is a blue starfish. She is 
next to a minn ow who can hardly swim at all. They sell candy 

hear if anyone has any money. 

Last night we went on a ovemite hike. We did ent go anyplace 
we jest slept outside and some girls who had money to by candy 

had some and we all ate it. . » t 

Fema is the yungest here and everybuddy thinks she’s cute. 1 

think Isabelle is cute becaus she has money from her parents and 
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buys candy and gives me some. But Ferna is my sister and what 
can I say? 

We are very lonesome and miss you very much. Could we stay 

two weeks more than the six weeks? I expect to be a whaJe soon 

who can swim to the raft. Starfish can only paddle around. The 

girl who has money from her kind parents to buy candy is a 
whale. 



Last mte M:s. F.tch bilt a powwow fire and we were all In- 
dians w|.lung for things until Miss Fitches shoes burned a hole 
from bemg up agamst the fire. She yeUed like she was scalped 
1 wished for money to by candy and I hope you will smH 

some if the Indian Thunderbird doesnunt. ^ ^ ^ 

Satunlay we went nature studyying and I learnt how to tell 
poison ivy. It mak« lumps on your hands which are going down 

Candy is sussed to be good for it and if you send money we 
can buy some like the other normel people here. 

We are missing you very much both Fema anH j ■ i. 
-jy .hree or four more weeks and 

love 

Mary Ann 

^ She tnimg It on her feet now and maybe it will be a 


—ROBERT FONTAINE, 
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BLIND RAGE 

THE most dubious thing 
We acquire to bring 
Our abodes to attractive completion, 

Is the treacherous kind 
Of adjustable blind 

That we know by the name of Venetian. 


The slats always tilt 
So that sunlight is spilt 
On your eyes from the dazzlingest angle, 
And the cords go berserk 
When you give them a jerk, 

Till the/re hopelessly hard to imtangle. 


You may curb your dismay 
In a manual way 
By flipping each slat with facility. 
Or forget the allure 
Of remaining obscure 
And surrender to striped visibility. 


If you pull the slats tight 
To get air in the night. 

The whine of the wind is unbearablej 
If you let the things hang 


They ferociously bang 
Till you’d rather the room was unairable. 
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So rather than gripe 
I’m reverting to type 
(Which assuredly must be conservative) 

And boosting the staid 
Unperfidious shade 
As privac/s sanest preservative. 

Blinds are a menace. 

Return them to Venice. 

—JOHN MCGIFPERT, 
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HYSTERICAL OR HISTORICAL— 

IT’S ALL THE SAME 

there’s enough history in Pennsylvania to accommodate every 
man, woman and minor child residing within the commonwealth, 
but somehow it seems to have run out right at the end of my lane. 
As far as I can tell, nothing historical ever happened on the 
eighty acres now mortgaged in my name. There was never an old 
stone gristmill here, the house was never an inn, no Continental 
soldier ever hid under a bed in the guest room while a unit of 
Redcoats breakfasted in the kitchen and pinched the cook. And 
as for George Washington, he not only never slept here but none 
of his heirs, assigns or even casual acquaintances ever slept here. 
I’m not sleeping here any too well myself. 

What brought this entire subject to mind was a visit I had re¬ 
cently from an agent of the County Historical Society. Flattening 
an irreplaceable but unhistorical lilac bush as he came down the 
driveway, he pulled up in front of the house. 

“They finally sold it, huh?” he said, getting out of his car and 

looking around as though he smelled something. 

“It’s been in my family for generations,” I replied coolly. I 

bought it recently from my Uncle Lurtie.” 

The man nodded. “Slick Lurtie, they called him,” he said. 

“Slick Lurtie Stinnett.” 

I held my tongue. After all, he was a guest. 

“Nothing historical ever happened here, did it?” he asked, 
taking a form from his pocket and writing “NO” on the top line. 

“Just a minute, friend,” I said. “You could have saved your¬ 
self a trip if-” • j u • ki 

“Probably know the place better than you do,” he said b^kly. 

“Now let’s see. Did any prominent person ever reside here? 

I blushed and began to examine my fingernails. I not only 
have a large circle of friends but I’m also doing weU in the office. 
He wrote “NO” on the second line. 
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“Any battles, skirmishes or engagements fought on the prop¬ 
erty?” he continued, pen poised. 

“One skirmish,” I answered quickly. “Aunt Irma was weeding 
one afternoon and Uncle Lurtie got playful with the hose. She 
chased him in the orchard and we thought she was going to 
lynch him-” 

I could tell by his movements that it was a two-letter word. 

“Did any prominent people ever visit here?** he asked, looking 
without interest across the fields. 

“Elliott Brooks Fielding,** I replied. 

“Who is Elliott Brooks Fielding?” he asked. 

“Elliott Brooks Fielding,** I said, “the writer. He spent a night 
here just before the . . 

“What did he write?’* the agent asked. 

“He wrote a letter to the editor of the Richmond Times- 
Dispatch and it was published in the Letters column,** I replied. 
“It reviewed the part that former Secretary of the Interior Albert 
B. Fall played in the Teapot Dome oil case and asked the ques¬ 
tion whether Fall should ever have gone to jail for_** 

Already he had written “NO” and turned to the next page 

“The last question,” he said, “What is the ancestral or histori¬ 
cal name of the property?” 

Valley View is a beautiful name and Pm proud of it “This 
farm, I said solemnly, “has always been known by one name. It 
was given that name when the first member of my family moved 
here after the Revolutionary War, and it’s known as that today 

“Yes, I know.” he said, pocketing his pencil. “Stinnett’s Folly.” 

As I said, a httle bit of this historical stuff goes a mighty long 
way with me. ^ ® 


—CASKm STINNETT. 
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THE FACE IS FAMILIAR, THOUGH 

AN abstracted composer named Chetter 
Told his wife he would never forget her, 

But he once passed her by 
And when friends asked him why. 

He replied, “Couldn*t think where I*d met her!” 

-MURIEL WARD. 
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HOW TO CONVERSE 

I AM always amazed to find that most people who practice, or try 
to practice, the Art of Conversation are still following the rules 
laid down by the Medes and Persians in 521 b.c. These moth> 
eaten precepts must go. They are no good any more. In my opin¬ 
ion, they never were. Anyway, we are not Medes and Persians, a 
fact nobody seems to have thought of until this moment. 

In the knowledge and belief that many of my readers have 
suffered as much as I have at dinner parties and other social gath¬ 
erings, I am offering herewith a revised and amended version of 
the ancient code, effective as of this date: 

1. If you want to say something, say it without further ado. 
It’s as simple as that. 

2. Keep on talking as long as you feel like it, pausing occasion¬ 
ally for breath. But be careful, or some dreadful bore will seize 
the initiative while you are replenishing your oxygen supply. Do 
your deep breathing afterward. 

3. Should things get a trifle out of hand, don’t be afraid to 

raise your voice. I owe much to the homely old slogan, “Drown 
them outP* 

4. Know when to stop and give others a chance. I generally do 
this when my voice becomes husky from continued strain on the 
larynx, or voice box. Always carry a good brand of cough drops 
for a dry throat. 

5 - ' 1**7 to yawn or scream when another person is speak¬ 
ing. StiU, you needn’t pretend that you’re drinking in every word 
he says. It only encourages him. 

6. Good listeners have their place in the scheme of things, but 
some of us are not the type. Instead of listening, I prefer to lay 
plans for the future, such as how to get out of there. 

7 - If you can’t think of anything to say, don’t try. We need 
more like you. 

8. The rule against discussing one’s ailments is hereby declared 
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null and void. It is true that a great many people have already 
heard about my bursitis. On the other hand, millions have not. 

9. If you see that everybody present hates you like poison be« 
cause of your conversational skill, don’t weaken. You might even 
step it up a bit. What have you got to lose? 

I o. The expert talker must be constantly on the alert for new 
circles where he can perfect his art. Invitations to the old places 
are often lost in the mails, and there is always a chance that your 
host and hostess may overlook you accidentally while they are 
making out their lists. And that reminds me, it’s been ages since 
I heard from some of my friends. They must have left town, or 
something. 

-WILL GUPPY. 
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RISE AND SHINE, SEE? 


WHILE bro\vsing through the women’s page the other day I 
found this striking suggestion: “Have Something Different for 
Breakfast!” 

At our house, breakfast has always been plain juice, ^gs, toast 
and coffee. Why a change never occurred to us, I can’t say, un¬ 
less it is because I am employed by a firm whose custom it is to 
begin work before noon. Anyhow, I found this article packed 
with stimulating ideas. It went something like this: 

“Does your home lack zest in the morning? Throw off this 
drabness with a few simple menu changes. Here, for example, is 
a breakfast to arouse that ‘wake up and live’ feeling: 

'‘Stuffed grapefruit. First, remove seeds with tweezers. Into the 
seed pockets place alternate red and green surprise bites. Make 

these by mixing cake dough, any good recipe, and rolling into 
pellets, which may then be dyed. 

Windowpane toast. Cut strips of transparent tape for the criss¬ 
crosses. Make one-inch squares (half inch for the children). With 
this, try 


"Black-walnut marmalade. Make a simple marmalade. Into a 

quart of this, crack eighty black walnuts, keeping the sections 
whole. Then prepare 

"Sausage eights with buttercup eggs. Separate whites and yolks, 
Uien scramble together. Press into mounds shaped like buttercup 
petals. Twine twenty long, slender sausages into figure eights and 
le wiA My standard knot. Serve with an egg petal inside each 
loop of the sausage. And now brew delicious 

brilliant. Time the coffee to perk fifty to the minute 

Strr m several hundred white candy sequins one at a time-gently 
to preserve luster. ® 

“And there you have it-a different, inexpensive breakfast 
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that will work an amazing change on us in those self<entered 
morning moments.” 

Stimulating) isn’t it? 

—RON BROOM. 



HERE’S TO CRIME 

“whodunit? whodunit?” *s 
What I want to know. 

Give me a body 
And watch me go! 

Various questions obsess other people: 

How many angels can dance on a steeple? 

How many neutrons can fit in an atom? 

How high is up to the ultimate stratum? 

Since when was Jefferson redder than Browder? 
Who threw the overalls into the chowder? 

Who was it ghosted the Bhagavad-Gita? 

Who’ll win the seventh at Santa Anita? 

Who’ll lend me ten for a week or two? 

Does your cigarette taste more like glue? 

Is my sweetie true? 

And, if so, to who? . . . 









POST H U M O U R 


77 


Some like starlight, roses, rhyme, 

But give me crime 
Every time. 

Give me a body, slightly used: 

Any old body—bruised, contused, 

With a slug in the chest, a knife in the heart. 
Embossed in Braille by a poisoned dart, 
Mussed, and trussed with piano wire, 
Drowned, and browned on a well-laid pyre, 
Fatally doped, lethally dosed, 

Ever so charmingly cyanosed, 

Stiff and cold as a fossil tortoise. 

With more than a touch of rigor mortis, 

A bluntly instriimented head. . . , 

And dead, quite dead. 

Then lay it out neatly on the floor 

In a windowless room with a padlocked door 

(The corpse having swallowed the only key, 

As is later revealed by the autopsy). 

Mark with an X and strew with clues: 

The gambling grandmother^s IOU*s, 

A thread from a dark green Donegal tweed, 
A vicious tropical centipede, 

A monogrammed link, a Hpstick smear, 

The missing pearls and a severed ear. 

Great are the joys of contemplation. 

Of metaphysical meditation. 

Some find politics quite sublime. 

Til take dime. 


—ETHEL JACOBSON. 
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MRS. KNITTLE TESTIFIES YET 

“now, Mrs. Knittle, please tell the jury all about this accident in 
your own words.” 

“Well, Ich hot grawd gehen in mein automobile-’* 

“Excuse me, Mrs. Knittle, but when I said ‘your own words,’ 
I didn’t mean in Pennsylvania German. Let’s keep our testimony 
in English, please.” 

“It makes no never mind. Anyhow, I was just rootching along 
real careful like when this here fellow’s machine without a word 
of warning hit me in my trunk behind. Naturally, it wondered me 
what gave- ** 



“Just a moment, please. The plaintiif has testified that you 
backed your vehicle out of a private lane directly onto the Read¬ 
ing Highway in so negligent a manner that the rear of your 
vehicle collided with his-” 

“Now you made me lose myself.” 

“I’m sorry. I’m not trying to confuse you. I’m just trying to 
get the facts. Let’s put it this way: Were you in reverse gear? 

“I was going backwards out the front.” 

“Were you in reverse? Yes or no?” 

“I was going frontwards backside first.” 

“Er—well—we’ll come back to that later. Now, in backing 
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front-er-in approaching the intersection, did you take precau- 
tionary-In other words, were you careful?” 

“I rubbered behind both ways. Nothing looked like it was 
coming. 

“I see. And did you signal at all?” 

■‘I I»ked my hand the window out. I beepsed my horn still, 
ut did you stop before entering the highway, Mrs. Knittle? ’ 

werjS.”°‘ ^ “y ‘’■■“'‘es 

“You mean your brakes_” 

“They went away.” 

due^!!“’ “y thing was 

trol?” " ““hanical failure entirely beyond your con- 

»‘uoSd’leTth"'* V “P f-n 

Z so^^!!!!f' ™ WescosvUle over, when all of 

'ifr, '«•= 

—w. F. MIKSCH. 

theoretical theories 

dinosaurs still romp and play 
In Florida's Okeechobee Bay. 

The universe is still expanding. 

(But it can’t be seen from where you’re standing.) 

Four trillion miles out in the void 
Ihere lives a greenish humanoid. 


The center of the earth is hot 
But then again, perhaps it’s not. 


—JOHN bailey. 
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I SHALL HAVE MUSIC 

MY friends consider me the world’s worst amateur pianist. I don’t 
know whom they consider the world’s worst professional, but the 
amateur title is mine unanimously. 

I admit I am a self-taught pianist. So, too, were many of the 
great artbts of the past. I was ail of thirty when I first learned 
F-A-C-E and E-G-B-D-F. After that there was no stopping me. 
I progressed from one finger in the treble to two fingers, one in 
the bass and one in the treble. I have now reached the point 
where I use three fingers of each hand, a rather remarkable feat 
when you realize that I seldom play the piano without smoking 
a pipe. 

I think what irritates my friends is that I am a slow piano 
player. Frankly, I cherish an inalienable right to be a slow piano 
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player. Horowitz and Rubinstein are fast. Count Basie is fast and 
hot. I am slow and cold. 

Rubinstein, for instance, plays Beethoven’s Sonata, Opus 57, in 

about a half an hour. The last time I played it, it took me three 

days, with time out, of course, for food and rest. It is not at all 

unlike me to announce to the family that I am taking a week off 

to play the piano part of Franck’s Symphonic Variations. 

Do not get the impression that I make mistakes or that I play 

wme parts well and other parts badly. I play everything well. It 

IS simply that I take my time. I can spend three hours getting 

through Chopin’s Minute Waltz, but when I am finished with it 
It IS done. ’ 

A ^at deal of the beauty of music is lost by pianists who run 
up and dovm the piano so swifUy that your ears have no chance 

the dLl “<1 “> ^PP^eciate the beauty of 

an^ro h ^ 1°“ ‘he notes 

and go home with a complete copy of what I am plating What 

^ more, you miss nothing. Every note is clear and isZed 

arnLrNotog"e^rp"mfsLT‘“’ T 

chance to Ught my pipe fgain ^gives me a 

h ‘Heir teacher 

Hnuckleswithrbatrwhen r T °- 

cal ability were speed. ^ as if the test of 

><s«>ns fmm SpplfllJd'^" discontinue 

>‘eep up -d a mad race to 


musi- 
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self. Let Horowitz finish the Moonlight Sonata in twenty minutes. 
Maybe he’s got to go someplace. Not me. I have all the time in 
the world. Besides, he doesn’t smoke a pipe too. 

—ROBERT FONTAINE. 



THE ACID TASTE 

READING the cookbook 
Every day, 

Pond’ring on blancmange 
And glac6, 

Mayonnaise, 

Lyonnaise, 

And souffle; 

Tasty, 

Tempting, 

True Cordon Bleu— 
What’s for dinner? 

Steu. 


—LAURA CALVERT. 
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anxiety can be fun 

“good AFTERNOON, Shrubsole. How are you?” I said as I entered 

my nend's office. Shrubsole didn't give me that stock answer, 

Just fine! How are you?” Instead, he repUed sepulchrally, “I’m 
aU nght ... as far as I know.” 

“Waiting for X-ray plates?” I asked, in the hearty tone of a 
No, s^d Shmbsole, “but I'm a careful reader of the news- 
the death of a man who, according to the story, had remarked 

simn e^^h ‘rf the way I do, life would be a lot 

wTb^hfl “S’’' ^ home pretty 

well bushed, and I thought I'd go upstairs and take a quick nao 
before dmner. But riffht th^n an/^tk w quicK nap 

«o Westigi-- 

noi'S ns, tttt ^ -8’—“V 

about how Pr^ident Tmm of those bits 

to worry to AeJaTt MaTTc"" ‘'““‘--binary ability not 
hour of the day.” ^ “ ^uick cat nap at any 

But, Shrubsole,*’ I interruntpH 

the newspapers that vou Hn *t^u * ^ something in 

the womL's pag^“ ‘ “ I—“y- There's 

You can have the woman’s Datrpi” k 1 

“The woman's page dmve me cr J for l^eL 

-h lately and you begin to look 
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why not try this delectable route to his heart via his stomach?’ 

“Nauseating, of course; but damned if we didn’t have prune 
whip for dessert the very next night! All I could think about was 
what Etta could possibly suspect me of. Miss Huntoon, my secre¬ 
tary, is forty-three and supports a widowed mother. Never uses 
lipstick. The next day I thought of sending Etta some flowers, 
but that would look like a confession, and I wasn’t guilty of any¬ 
thing except reading the woman’s page. Weeks later, I got up the 
nerve to ask Etta where she learned to make prune whip. ‘Out 
of Flossy Floop’s cookbook,* she said. That took a load off my 

mind, but it was a worry while it lasted. 

“In fact, the newspapers make everything I do pretty disturb¬ 
ing. I never get through my birthday without runniiig into one of 
those headlines like; Succumbs on Eve of Forty-first Birth¬ 
day And the last time I choked on a smaU chicken hone I 
couldn’t get out of my head a story about a guy who choked to 
death because everybody present thought he was mutating Hitler. 
Not even the editorial page is safe. They’re always printing th^e 
folksy little paragraphs like one I read lately, beginning, We 
have a soft plaee in our heart for Ed Stooky, of Trenton New 
Jersey, who hooked a tee shot into the next fairway and found 
later he had knocked out his mother-in-law.’ Now I go to the 
ball game instead of playing golf, but did you read m the papm 
how^FAN Dies When Pop Foul Drives Pop Bottle Down 

^TlXLrubsole hurriedly. I didn’t want to spark any headline 

like. Throws Fit in Office of Anxious Friend. 

^ —fothergil foster. 
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TOO LATE 

down the postal chute they went, 

Fifteen letters that I sent. 

As they slid, I think I lamped 
One of them that was not stamped. 

—RUTH CHRISTIANSEN. 
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THE VELVET HAND 

I CALL that parent rash and wild 
Who’d reason with a six-year child, 

Believing little twigs are bent 
By calm, considered argiiment. 

In bandying words with progeny, 

There’s no percentage I can see. 

And people who, imprudent, do so, 

Will wonder how their troubles grew so. 

Now underneath this tranquil roof 
Where sounder theories have their proof, 

Our life is sweet, our infants happy. 

In quietude dwell Mom and Pappy. 

We’ve sworn a stem, parental vow 
That argument we won’t allow. 

Brooking no juvenile excess here, 

We say a simple No or Yes, here, 

And then, when childish wails begin 
We don’t debate. 

We just give in. 

_phvllis mcoinley. 
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SELECTED FACTS YOU MAY OR MAY NOT 

ALREADY KNOW 

AN egg is very egg-shaped; 

A string is long and thin; 

When everybody has gone out. 

They simply are not in. 

Coal comes in several sizes; 

The sky is often blue; 

If anyone adds one and one. 

It totals up to two. 

Unless our ages are the same, 

Then one of us is older; 

In summer it is nice and warm. 

In winter, rather colder. 

A square has pointed comers; 

The dog is man's best friend; 

And on that happy note 

I really think this stuff should end. 

—JOHN BAILEY. 


FAMOUS CRIMES 
A Mysterious Disappearance 

of llndon Limehouse district 

flnTth '““d cries for help were heard issuing 

The "ever seep again 

sp^torS '’f Detective^l^n. 

nine cases.lTrd?;t^ZS; ^ 
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Two frequenters of a local pub, Alf and ’Arry, volunteered the 
information that there had been some words between Ah Ling 
and Sir Charles, due to the fact that Ah Ling—who took in laun¬ 
dry—had burned all of Sir Charles* dress shirts as a sacrifice to 
his ancestors. Renfrew had then seized the vase containing the 
ashes of Ah Ling’s “hon’ble ancestors” and had strewn its con¬ 
tents all over Limehouse’s main street. Limekiln Pike. 

*‘If you arsk me,” said *Any, “it were the Chink wot done 'im 
in.” 

“Stick a knife in yer back fer tuppence, *e would,” said Alf. 

“Fair makes yer blood boil!” 

“Not ’arf, it don’t!” 

With this information, Inspector Wilkins went round to Ah 
Ling’s shop and was admitted by the impassive Oriental. 

“Ho! Good ev-en-ing, insplector! Yoh dome in, pleasss! Yoh 
like UT tea? We dlink together!” 

The inspector declined the Celestial’s offer of tea, and asked 
Ling how he had felt when Renfrew had emptied the ashes into 
the street. 

Ling said that he was glad Mr. Renfrew had thought of it, as 
the ashes had been cluttering up the ancestral shrine for over 
fifty years and he had just never got around to throwing them out 
himself. 

“Misted Lenflew glood fliend,” he said. 

He professed ignorance as to where Renfrew had gone after 
leaving his shop. 

“Yoh wan* look alound?” 

On the second floor the inspector noted a small coal brazier, a 
poker and two adjustable leather loops set into the floor. 

Ling said that he used the brazier to prepare his simple eve¬ 
ning meal, which he ate while sitting on the floor. The leather 
loops were to fasten his ankles into so that he wouldn’t fall over 
sideways while eating. 

Also in the room were several saws and knives, which Ling said 
needed cleaning before being placed on sale in the shop, and fifty- 
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six brown-paper packages, wrapped for mailing, and addressed 
to various points in China. 

Ling said that he had been thinking for some time of opening 
a small mail-order business and that now, at last, he was going to 
do it 

There was no sign of Renfrew. 

There being nothing to connect Ah Ling with any crime, the 
case was closed; and the disappearance of Sir Charles Renfrew 
remains a mystery to this day, 

—JOHN BAILEY. 


hark, hark the song of the lark 

"A blackbird at Croydon, heard at 5:0/ AM., appears to have 
been the earliest songbird out recently, according to reports from 
bird watchers at 400 points who took a census of the dawn-to~ 
dusk chorus. Mr. Noble RoUin, of the Bird Research Station at 
Clanton, Northumberland, reported a robin heard at 5:03 AM., 
a song thrush at 5:07, a chaffinch at 3:54, a yellowhammer at 
5 - 57 " 

—English news item. 

m my effort to win this record away from England for North 
toenca, I watched aU last night from my boardinghouse win- 
dow at 5506/a Columbus Ave. It was very interesting. My log 

4 : 30 ^M.—The whole neighborhood is expectantly quiet The 

only Ught is in Mrs. Schmatz’s window across the alley: I can 
see her sitting up reading a book. 

4:57 A.M.— Zero hour is near. No birds yet. Milkman is walk¬ 
ing up the alley. 

4:58 ^M.-A beautiful chiip-“Thweeet”-which must surely 
be a robm. ' ' 

4:59 A.M.— The trill seems to be coming from the alley en- 
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trance, where I almost imagine I see a man’s head peeking 
around. The milkman is walking back to investigate. 

5:00 A.M. —My heart leaps when I hear the milkman say, 
“Well, well—^you’re an early bird,” but the robin turns out to be 
Mr. Schmatz. He has worked very late and looks extremely 
drowsy. He whispers thickly, “Is the old magpie up yet?” 

5:01 A.M. —The milkman cranes his neck, trying to see a nest 
which must be near Mrs. Schmatz’s window sill, and whispers, 
“The old magpie’s up.” 

I have marked down; “5:01—One magpie.” This gives me at 
least a tie with Mr. Noble Rollin. 

5:03 A.M. —Mr. Schmatz has told the milkman, “One swallow 
doesn’t make a summer, you know.” I have marked down; 5*^3 
—One swallow; others expected.” I am keeping pace with Mr. 
Noble Rollin. 



5:04 A.M. —Addressing a bird I cannot see, Mr. Schmatz has 
commented, “You can’t fly on one wing, you know.” I jmt note 
this down tentatively as “Species vague; probably incapacitated. 

5:16 A.M.— As I was writing the above, somettog winged lis 
way past my window from Mrs. Schmatz’s direction and struc 
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Mr. Schmatz, It may have been a yellowhammer, but I am not 
taking credit for it. 

5-t6/a A.M.— The back door has opened suddenly and Mr. 
^atz has gone in quickly, almost as if hying off his feet I 
think they mmt be moving the furniture around. The racket is 

I conceding 

reco'M ^ *° *’ceak the 

'' ^ Glanton, North- 

—STUART TRUEMAN. 


^OME ENGLISH THAT WE HEAR’S POSSESSIVES 

^ to‘te*7ei>,“^en®Sh^‘^’^“°‘^"’ 

barrow’s wife ““ “y wheel- 

T^te/reintegSL i rr:® "'“T “ car. 

you abouPs husband She’s” ®^ 

daughter. '«>“»" that has asthnia’s 

—CAROUNE CAIN DURKEE. 
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housekeeping tips 

CAKE wiU not get stale if kept in a bright-colored box in the chil¬ 
dren’s room. 

Books on scientific topics will remain in better condition than 
whodunits. 

Scratches on floors can be concealed nicely with Orient^ mgs. 
To keep children from listening to your conversation, direct it 

at them. 

A quick-acting remedy for housewife’s aching back is a sugges¬ 
tion to eat out and take in a show. 

Children will not track their muddy feet through the kitchen 

if the front door is kept unlocked. 

Woolly dresses are fine for removing dog hairs from chairs and 

sofas. 


-CARL BUCHELE. 
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THERE ARE WORSE THINGS 
THAN HOUSE CLEANING 

I AM the normal man about house cleaning. I do not like it, and I 
go to Mackinac every spring to get away from it. Women, on the 
other hand, are fascinated by it. Nothing gives them a better 
opportunity to gripe and tell how exhausted they got today wash¬ 
ing every inch of that woodwork. Tm convinced that it is a sweet 

martyrdom they wouldn’t surrender for all the money in the 
world. 

There is just one thing worse than house cleaning, and that is 
straightening things up before my wife gets back from a three or 
four day visit out of town. That is man-killing work. I have to 
pick up newspapers in the living room, and by the time I have 
dashed to every chair in the room and got down behind the radio 
and lifted one of the registers out of the floor to catch up aU the 
papers that got scattered so mysteriously. I’m winded. 

But wait. That’s only a beginning. I then go in to the dining¬ 
room table, which I use as a desk when my wife is out of town 
and start on the dippings, cigar ashes, wrist watch, dictionary’ 
tmy, typewriter ribbon and magazines that I don’t, for the 

Ue of me, see how that table can hold. Once I’m through in the 
mnmg room Tm limp. 

There’s no time to rest, however. Not even time for a few 
puffs at an imaginary dgar or a quick tug at the ice-water jug. 

ve got to get up those towering stairs and into that bedroom I 
wouldn t dare let her see that bedroom. Sheets in a knot, bed¬ 
spread on the floor, my footprints in the floor dust, books and 

™ starboard of the bed, 

^r blade on the dresser, window blind off its hook, and dirty 

dothes-why couldn’t I have taken two extra seconds every da^ 

s^ngth I have left, I udy up the bedroom. I have one morf 
pillowcase to smooth out, but it is too much. I’m done in I flop 
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on the bed, my tongue out and the blood drained from my head 
—a complete case of battle fatigue. 

You see, I have to do all this work in about a half hour on the 
day that she’s coming home. And to think I hate spring house 
cleaning as I do! 

-DOW RICHARDSON. 


THE OVAL 

AN oval is a sort of circle with personality. When we look at an 
oval, it does something to us; a circle leaves us cold.* There’s 
something about an oval that’s very refreshing. But it must be a 
new oval; a used, or secondhand, oval is quite unexciting and 
has no particular use except for putting next to a similar one, so 
people can say: *‘Look at those two old used ovals! 

One reason we are prone to like ovals better than circles is 
that all circles are precbely the same shape, while an oval can 
be different from all other ovals and still be oval. If you are un¬ 
familiar with what an oval looks like, try sitting gingerly on a 
fully-blown-up, round toy balloon. What you’re sitting on is an 
oval, unless you sat down too hard. In that case, what you are 
sitting on is probably a floor. 

In a recent nationwide survey, conducted clandestinely by the 
O. O. O.,** it was found that ovals are preferred, I2 to lo, over 
any other knovm shape of anything. This may not be conclusive 
but it certainly shows a trend—a trend toward the establishment 
of a new law abolishing surveys of any kind. 

_COLONEL STOOPNAGLE. 


•Especially an Arctic Circle, 
•*OvaUlovcrs Organization of Omcrica. 
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WHEN DO WOMEN SPEAK’ 

there is one time when thf^J u u • * ‘t* ^^t 

« when there ir hardly Tilt t 

someone who, not because of deSL is 0^1"TT 
prehend them. If you are onf nf l’ hear or com- 

Surely you have Tad ^ *P«^aks. 

7 r u nave ftad this expenence or its like A k 

^mg m your workshop, and on the radio Rlh L “ 

bases loaded. She’ll have ^aiph Kiner is up with 

a distance, and thereVnoT^"® from 

mg to hear what Kiner did AnH r. J ^ huzz-sawmg, or fail- 

them aU off and ask iT's^ w^ H ^um 

verity that it wasn’t i::^£:Tg:tT T 

P^rcant, to get on with your work, but 
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what can anybody see in baseball? This can lead to acrimony, but 
shouldn’t. She meant no harm; you couldn’t hear; she had to 
speak. You can find out how Kiner fared—later. 

An item related to the phenomenon is the mystery of the tele¬ 
phone booth. When you are in the booth, door closed, you can’t 
hear what she is saying, so naturally your wife or sweetheart will 
talk to you through the glass, tapping her nails against it to add 
to the confusion. 

A curious thing is that it doesn’t work the other way round. 
Women can hear under circumstances impossible for a man. Put 
your wife into a running shower, turn on the washbasin faucets 
for good measure and murmur, don’t t hink I liked that dress 
you wore at Bettina’s.” She’ll hear you. You wouldn’t, but she 
will. 

This is a whole new subject, and I’m just starring my research 
on it. I’ll report later. 


-ALAN JACKSON. 


LETTER TO THE EDITOR 


sir: May an Englishman venture to address you across the wastes 
of water that divide our two remarkable coxmtries? 


A rumor is going round here that at the end of this year we 
are due to begin paying you back some money you were good 
enough to lend us at a tim e of temporary embarrassment five 
years ago. I have heard a figure approaching a thousand millions 
mentioned—that’s pounds; it sounds worse in dollars—and the 
plan is to pay it back in forty-nine annual installments. By the 
year 2000 the pianola will be ours. 

Now, sir, I have no reason whatever to suppose that the money 


will not be shipped over on the due date by whatever govern¬ 
ment we on this side are blessed with in December. But govern¬ 
ments are sometimes peculiar about debts; they tend to hold dis¬ 
cussions and proclaim moratoriums—advantages denied to the 
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ordinary citizen in his dealings with creditors—and I am anxious 
not to profit personally by any such maneuverings in official 
circles. I desire therefore to establish my own good faith in the 
following manner: 

The first installment will, I calculate, total some twenty million 
pounds, and, on the basis of a population in these islands of fifty 
million, I estimate my personal liability at two fifths of a pound, 
or a dollar and a dime in your money. 

Kindly deduct that amount from whatever small siun you may 
be thinking of paying me for the right to publish this letter, and 
send it to Fort Knox or elsewhere, as the United States Treasury 
may direct. My conscience will then be at rest, and at least one 
Englishman’s word firmly established as his bond. 

Yours very faithfully, 

p. !5.: In the event that, when you have deducted the one dollar 
ten the ^^ce is against me, that of course starts a new loan, 
and It will then be necessary for us to have a preliminary meeting 
to agree upon the agenda for a conference to discuss ways and 
means of setting up machinery to negotiate a settlement of the 
outstandmg balance. Or you could raise your rates. 




98 


POST HUMOUR 



THE CASE OF THE MISSING SOURCES 

Due to the confusion on Capitol Hill these 
days, the so-called **informed source/* seem 
to have mysteriously vanished. —^News item. 

STOPPING casually at the solid mahogany door, I flicked a speck 
of dust from the name plate. “Frederick Foame,” it said and, un¬ 
derneath, the simple words, “Criminal Investigator.”. 

Entering the lush suite, I padded softly to the desk where my 
secretary. Woo Woo Higginbottom, a ravishing blonde fresh 
out of high school, sat buried to her wrists in a Omja board. 
“What goes, Gorgeous?” I asked, chucking her under the chin 
and taking a fast saddle Oxford on the ankle. 

“Plenty,” she said huskily. “The outer office crowded with 
clients, the Andrews Sisters singing in the powder room and a 
man in the hall named Eli Whitney who says he invented the 
cotton gin.” 

“Make *em wait,” I yawned. 

I glided through the steel door of my private office, and shot 
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the bolt. The thin man seated stiffly in the love seat looked 
vaguely famibar. 

I narrowed my eyes to mere slits and then opened them again 
j^use I couldn’t see a thing. “Strudel, the T-man!” I gasped. 
Jlow did you get past my secretary?” 

“C^e as the mailman. Women are suckers for a uniform.” 
Okay, I said, “make it snappy ” 

poaet, where I keep a change of expression. 

W<» Woo ^e in with my morning coffee. “Hem you am, 

and blowed" 

“It’s blown Woo Woo.” I said. “Get your notebook.” 

Fo!me’’ hfsJd”S 

W,.K- L ^ '’^San to notice little thing. The 

VV^lungton Monument gone, the roof missing from Z Senate 

“Odd^h seals in the Tidal Basin ” 

_ dd, but not highly suspicious,” I said. “Go on.” 

Circfe’'£'reiT" it was the Infonned 

ally Reliable WcIT' t w Usu- 

a trace.” *i>““ vanished without 

and case him.” ^ 5^^ compact 

It s Strudel,” she said shortly “Hp\ :.ic+ r j 
headd^ and melted into the Iwd ” 

duck « laTit ‘^“d. You 

tnat tmuthem senator standing over them. I’ll meet 
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you on the other side and we*U make a break for a cab.” She was 
gonCj ieaving a faint trace of mimosa. 

Speeding into the city, I slipped on a false beard and Woo 
Woo changed her nail polish. We passed Strudel once, tearing in 
the opf)osite direction, fighting the driver with one hand and 

holding the flag down with the other. 

Claggett, chief of the Bureau of Sources, met us at the inner 
door of his office. “Glad you could come, Foame,” he said. He 
was a big man with a florid face. He was worried. 

“I am worried, Foame,” he said. “Not so much about the Re¬ 
liable Circles—the/re a dime a dozen. But last night”—he low¬ 
ered his voice—“last night an Informed Source Close to the 

White House received a threatening note. 

Woo Woo drew a sharp breath. “We’re not playing with kids, 

chief,** she said. 

“Any clues?” I asked Claggett. 

He pulled out a drawer of his desk. “Only the usual, he smd. 
“Bobby pins, lipstick, two kinds of face powder, notebrok, tire- 
repair kit, jade cigarette holder, chewing g^^tn, keys, coin purs , 
check stubs that don’t balance and—er—this.” He held up a 
filmy object with lace inserts. 
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I lowered my eyes, but Woo Woo crossed rapidly to the desk. 
■Nightgown, she said. “Size fifteen, and a beauty. Never been 
worn. Price tag still attached. This coUection could only have 
come from a woman*s purse, chief.” 

“It means one thing,” I said. “WeVe got to find the woman in 
W^gton carrying an empty purse.” Woo Woo looked at me 
wiA fnght m her eyes. “Any suspects?” I asked Claggett 
I ran down the list he handed me. “Kitty O’Toole, Govem- 

e”2r®l r ^ Hammerschlager, an 

eyelet ^er. Hennetta Helsingsfota. a simple peas^t rirl 

B^g Aem to my hotel,” I said. Claggett noddeS gLy, and we 

^ deep in 

r i:ii zrc^t sX^.^' " <■ 



in the deep carpet behind her LueTlitd^ 

- a smoke-blue cocktail dr^srZ^trsmTkSglir^ if a' 
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jade holder and surveyed the room with smoky gray eyes. 

I measured the distance to the fire extinguisher and managed a 
slight smile. “You’ve a nerve, Miss Holden,” I said, “coming 
here alone.” 

“Alone my smoky gray eye,” she said. “There are eight marines 
waiting in the lobby, a sugar baron in the bar, and two Indian 
princes dueling in the corridor. I’ve got men to bum.” 

I moved backward and turned off the steam radiator. “Where 
are the rest of them?” I asked. “Kitty O’Toole, Olga Hammer- 
schlager, Henrietta Helsingsfors?” 

“Mere pawns,” she said. “Innocent children cau^t in the mad 
whirl of power politics.” 

“Okay,” I snapped. “Out with it. Obviously you’ve come to 
make a clean breast of the affair. What do you know of the dis¬ 
appearance of the Informed Sources?” 

“I know everything about the Informed Sources,” she said. “I 
am the woman with the empty purse.” 

“Take this down. Woo Woo,” I said. “It’s a confession.” 

“Yes,” she said wearily, “It’s a confession. It was revenge I 
wanted. You see, my brother was a radio commentator. A shy, 
lovable boy—all the family I have. When he first came to Wash¬ 
ington he did very well with his radio program, and then he fell 
among Usually Reliable Sources. From there, he sank lower and 
lower. Next it was Occasional Sources, and then Rumors. Next 
it was Unidentified Spokesmen, and then Cocktail Bars and Door¬ 
men. He was through-” Her voice broke. 

“Come, come,” I said quietly and patted her shoulder. 

At the desk, Woo Woo’s pencil point snapped. “Oh, fudge!” 
she said. 

“I vowed revenge,” continued Hotsauce. “One by one, I lured 
the Reliable Sources to a deserted estate across the river. You’ll 
find them there—locked in the basement.” She was silent for a 
moment. “Well,” she said, “that’s it. What are you going to do 

with me?” 

“Tear up the confession, Woo Woo,” I said, “and get Claggett 
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on the phone. There’s no case here. . . . You may go Miss 
Holden,” I said. 


She stood up, swaying slightly toward me. “I’ll never forget 
you, she said and started a long, smoldering glance. In a flash. 
Woo Woo threw herself between us, taking the full force of the 
look. I was unhurt but shaken as I heard the door close. 

“you’re going to get one of those 
nght in the kisser.’* —dick ashbauoh. 
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FAMILY CAR 

The only day it*s left for me 
The gas-tank needle points to E. 

—BETTY ISLEIL 



KEY LARGO REVISITED; 

OR, DOING IT THE HEMINGWAY 


TKB screen door of the little roadside lunchroom slammed shut. 
Flies settled back in a black cloud. Flies stunned and sluggish in 
the heat. Heat . . . heat . . . heat. The boardwalk blistered 
against the sand. The walls were hot. Roof hot too. 

In the kitchen shanty, Malone felt the stove. It was hot. With 
hands as big as hams he opened the oven door and took out a 
ham. It wasn’t done yet. He put one of his hands back in the oven 
and wiped his brow with the ham. Hands as big as hams. Who 
would know the difference? Hot. 

Palm trees stirred, brushing the solid heat.. Sand, palms, hot 
sun, more p alms . Off someplace—water. And in the water, fish. 
Fish sw immin g lazily, wondering what it was all about . . • not 


knowing. Dumb fish. 

The door slammed and high heels clicked across the boar 
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floor. The juke box started. Malone stood up wearily and went 
through the swinging doors. 

“Oughta took up the trumpet,” he said to no one. 

“Black coffee,” said the girl at the counter. 

“No cream?” asked Malone, 

“No. Black.” 

“Sugar?” 

“Black,” said the_girL- 
“Cup?'* 

“Pour it in my hand.” 

“Hot today,” said Malone. 

Mace wuld have liked this girl, Malone thought. Mace with 
his bulhlike shoulders and boo min g laugh. 

McArdle, too, would have gone for her. McArdle with his buU- 

hke lau^. But McArdle was married now. Couldn’t get out 

nights. And Mace? Mace was out on the causeway imbedded in 

concrete. Mace was solid. Malone poured himself some black 
coffee. 


“Monkey see, monkey do,” said the girl. 

Hot today,” said Malone. He wanted desperately to say some- 

thing ^e to the girl. There were things men said to women at a 
time like this. 


u 


it’ 


He could read loneliness in the way she stared in the mirror. If 
hej»uld only think—like McArdle. 

Wot all this week,” he said, watching her drink. 

you could only think,” said the girl. “Like McArdle.” 

„nnk up, said Malone. “I’m off at three.” 

Try again,” said the girl. 

Malone a smile and tried again. The girl shook her 

countrATSdl?sh?™ ^ 

“Men are all alike,’! she said. 

80 down the-boardwalk, 
have held the door for her. He would have walked out to 
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the highway and thumbed her a ride. That was McArdle. 

Back in the kitchen he looked at the ham. He opened the oven 
door and put the ham back in. For a moment he stared unseeing 
and then he pulled the door open a little wider and climbed in 
with the ham. Now he could think . It was quiet in the oven. 
Hot, thought 

—DICK ASHBAUOH. 



OFFICE NEWS 

(From film!, employee publication 
of The Shine-On Tooth Paste Co.) 

FROM the Arizona ranch where he is vacationing, Vice-President 
Mac MacCauIay sent a snapshot showing himself astride a horse. 
Mac is very natural in the saddle, true equestrian albeit our vice- 
president, and everyone seeing the snap agrees he looks just like 
a part of the horse. 

Here’s a cheerful note on the employment situation. Ernie 
Hemstreet (Reseai'ch, Cleansing Action), who became a proud 
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father last week, and Henny Burt (Correspondence), who was a 

new father a year ago, were discussing cigars. Last year, after 

passing around a box of fifty, Henny had three left Last week, 

starting with the same amount, Ernie ran short and had to go out 

and buy two extra cigars. This would seem to indicate a 10 per 

cent increase in personnel. Or it might just show an increase in 

cigar smokers over last year. Or, then again, some of the boys 

may have taken advantage of Ernie’s nearsightedness and helped 
themselves to mQte than one. 

Mansfield (Stretcher-Case) Dubbs (Supervisor, Tube-Filling 
Dept.), who is forever taking things internally, has rigged up an 
mgemous medicine chest on his desk. Inside is shelf room for all 
^ tettle, and pUl boxes, a holder for several paper cups and a 
h^dy spoon rack. On the outside, he has mounted a typed time 
^edule showing exactly when to take each medicine, according 
to color of hquid, color of pill, and so on. 

us that she has been forced to lock up the postage-meter machine 
when n IS not m use. For several days, she feeU sure someone has 
^en using u to run a small mail-order business of his or her 
^wn durmg the lunch hour. It is deplorable to think th’ere may 
be^ch a one amongst us, and we might aU hang our heads i^ 

VVhile on the subject, we ourselves have noticed 

>“<1 pencils through o^ new 
electnc pencU sharpener until there is noAing left but a ImT 

Suroly the novelty of the sharpener shoulSave Ir^ offVy nZ' 


—w. P. MIKSCH. 
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HELP YOURSELF TO SOME MORE PEOPLE 

I CANNOT think the gentle germ 
Intends us humans any herm. 

Or that the visiting bacteria 
Have motives in the least ulteria. 

Or even that the vicious vims 
Doth really downright dead desire us. 

It’s just that it’s their nature to 
Subsist on foods like me and you. 

-R, A. CRABTREE. 


ON TUNING IN TO FIND OUT HOW 
the big game IS GOING 

. A WIND of forty to fifty mUes an hour is whipping across 
the field into our dynametric microphones as the p yeis 
Se Siing rooms^their half-time pep 
aU you network listeners over to Bill 

radto station KOKO. who will review the high hghts of the thnu 
"“tut Xre" "ZTwould like to say what a real treat it is to 

be h“ in Midvale with aU its 

and working beside a ^d ^^^tomf ^ aU seai 
who does the play-by-play for the Gn2^« horn ^ ^ ^ 

son over KOKO. and of course he A 

were not the Mtional g^e o e Boosterholm!” 

trrpat CTiv and a great fnend. . . . Oome m, » , cure 

^■xSt you, Ed Wirp. for th^ very ^ 

I don’t deserve them, but I am deeply gra ^ 

auction from a world-famed of Ed 

„,ust say I am highly complimented t°day ^ ^ies. 

Wirp in bringing yotvthe listen as Ed >-irp 

It’s a real pleasure, beheve me, to watch ana 
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interprets the play-by-play strategy for the entire network, includ¬ 
ing the ships at sea and our boys in service abroad, and appraises 
the strength of these teams in relation to the top-notch squads he 
has personally seen in every part of this vast land of ours. Well, 
it’s time to turn you back to Ed Wirp, because the players are 
lined up, ready to begin the final and climactic half of this 
epochal gridiron struggle. . . . Thank you, Ed Wirp.” 

**Thank youj'BilTIBoosterholm, for a very fine resume of the 
game, and again I say it is a real honor to be associated with you. 
And now the Grizzlies kick off into a gale of fifty to sixty miles an 
hour that’s sweeping the field and echoing in our dynametric 
microphones. Yes, there’s plenty of wind around Midvale Civic 
Stadium this afternoon.” 

—STUART TRUEMAN. 


ON THE OTHER END OF THE COCKTAIL PICK 

PITY the wretch with hors d’oeuvre taken 
About whose contents he was mistaken. 

—VIRGINIA BRASIER. 



110 


POST H L’ M O L- R 



WHAT EVER HAPPENED TO “PLOP!”? 

BOYS games today still have much the same requirements they 
had twenty-five years ago—a steady finger on the trigger, a keen 
eye, nerves of steel and a contemptuous smile when hopelessly 
outnumbered. But the sound track needs to be reshot and brought 
up to date to accommodate certain technical advances in homi¬ 
cide as well as the modem insistence on a more faithful repro¬ 
duction of sound. 

Here are a few of the most important. 


1925 

Machine-gun fire: Tat-tat-tat-tat. 


Airplane 
Jet 

Pistol fire: 

Rifle fire: 

Atom bomb: 



Bbrrrr- 


MU 


nmm. 


Bang. 

BANG. 


*950 

Hahn-hahn-hahn- 

hahn. 

YeeeoooWWNNn 

Kahh. 

Kahh-ttssinngg. 

KA-BLOOM— 

KHAAAAH. 
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Cops and robbers: 

Secret Service ) 
G-Man /* 

Person being hit on 
head with blunt 
object: 

Detection: 


The chase: 


Surrender: 


Reply to mother^s 
call to come in to 
dinner: 


*925 

I arrest you in the 
name of the law. 

Surrender or 1*11 
shoot. 


Bop. 

Chiggers, the cops. 


Officer, arrest that 
man! 


Aw, do I have to? 
Willie doesn*t have 
to go in yet. 


1950 

O.K., Louie; we’re 
coming in. 

All right, Mr. 
Armstrong; throw 
in the tear gas. 


Scram! It’s Mr. 
Ferret, arch-foe-of- 
criminals. 

Calling Car 82.... 
Get Joe Sluggo.... 
He is armed. . . . 
May be danger¬ 
ous. ... That is all. 

O.K. copper, put 
the gun down; I 
know when I’m 
licked. I can’t fight 
your modem crime- 
detection labora¬ 
tory. 

Aw, do I have to? 
Willie doesn’t have 
to go in yet. 

-EDWARD J. RIEBE. 


I give up. 


Boinnnggg. 
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I DAREN’T GO AHUNTING 

NO milder man exists than I, 

Yet all is not repose; 

My blood can boil when all my toil 
Is shredded out upon the soil 
By beetles, Jap or rose. 

Tomato worms I hate like germs; 

1*11 never, never come to terms 
With loathsome pests like those. 

Come spring, it was my wont to brave 
The hardware counter’s babel 
For bona fide insecticide 
To stem the foul herbivorous tide. 

But now this solace is denied. 

I read—alas!—a label. 

Kills Thrips, it said. Shame bowed my head; 
I put the packet back and fied. 

Leaving it on a table. 

I know not what a thrip may be; 

I only know the name 
Suggests a sprite too fairy-light. 

Too timorous, too frail to bite 
The shoots in my cold frame; 

Some elf of dawn, or pixie faun. 

Or microscopic leprechaun— 

Innocent, wide-eyed, tame. 

And so, the golden summer suns 
Across my garden slip, 

While weevils mimch, and aphids crunch. 

Borers on Golden Bantam lunch. 
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Vile cutwonns gnaw and snip. 

Unscathed go they; I dare not slay, 

For fear by accident one day 
I might snuff out a thrip. 

Plant lice! Fruat worms! My fury mounts. 

I kick a child or chip aside. 

Each time they score, I’m tempted more 
To rush back to the hardware store, 

But always put the trip aside; 

And solemn swear, that whatsoe’er 
My sins, my conscience shall not bear 
The scarlet stain of Thripicide. 

—C. P. DONNEL, JR. 
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MCGUFFEY’S FIRST READER 
BROUGHT UP TO DATE 
Suggested Lines for— 

Hollywood: *‘Look at the lovely lady. Look at the legs of the 
lovely lady. They are the lovely legs of Betty Grable. My daddy 
thinks they are lovely too.** 

Washington, D. C.: “This is a sen-a-tor. His name is Sen-a-tor 
Gasby. He can talk . Other sen-a-tors can talk too. Some sen-a-tors 
hard-ly ever stop.** 

Detroit: “See the auto. It is a shiny new auto. It is made in the 
city where I live. Try and get one.** 

New York: “Here is the river. Brooklyn is on the other side of 
the river. When a com-e-dian in a nite club says ‘Brooklyn,* the 
people all laugh. Brooklyn has caused many laughs.** 

Reno: “This is a lady. Her name is Mrs. Smith. She is married. 
Tomorrow she will be di-vorced. Next month she will be married 
again. Her name will be Mrs. Jones. Many ladies visit Reno.’ 

Hialeah: “Look at the horse. The horse is 20-1. He is a long 
shot. Maybe the horse will win the race. Maybe not. He has 
folded up many times.** 

Moscow: “See the man. He has a mus-tache. He smokes a 
pipe. His name is Stalin. What he says goes. I must re-mem-ber 
that what he says goes. Or else.** 


PARKE CUMMINOS. 



THE COLD WAR 


CAMP SOUTHERN 

, , JULY UMPTEENTH 

DEAR Old pal Joe: 1 guess you are surprised to hear from me. I 

you thought I had been shipped out. Not yet. And I got a 
furlough coming. ^ 

I hear you have been taking Francine out. I didn’t hear any 
detaik, except you had her to the Bijou twice and out to the 

1 !““’ her across Badger 

Sh! Has Francine broke W 

leg^ She rould jump Badger Creek when she was three years old 

^y hfe u. sure something. I have taken on about 35 lbs' 

Mmdy^und my shoulders and anns. Outside of Weapons” ain" 

knL* °^®p«“lizing in hand-to-hand combat-you 

beMer start getting in shape It is ^ y® Eomg to jcm, you 

used to be <^t dW TT' ^ t i. ^uys like I 

Francine’s norch^as W ^ ^ hanging around 

»tay in shape. It is not even healAy ‘ “ 

have a r; 7 " stoke up. so I can 

tin can the“^Tf “i 

With one s,u:r ^ p- 

(Ppc.) Elmer 

- c. P. DONNEL, JR. 
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HOW TO FINISH A TABLE 

THE first step is to close up the pores of the wood. This can be 
done with a sticky filler of some sort or, if you feel strong, take 
the table in both hands and press it hard until the pores close. 
There will be a slight clicking sound as the pores snap shut. 

Step Two consists of rubbing the wood down with sandpaper 
imtil everything is full of dust. Clean the wood off and then lay on 
a coating of shellac. Six hours later, wake up and lay on another 
coat of shellac. Twenty-four hours later, another coat, and pos¬ 
sibly a small vest of shellac. The shellac is thin and must be built 
up slowly. If you were in a hurry for the table you should have 
painted it. 

After the shellacking, lay on varnish or stain. The varnish 
should be put on in a dustproof room on a still day. Consult your 
local weather station for the prevailing winds. Even a slight 
stirring of air will cause dust to blow into the varnish and settle 
there. A sealed bank vault is a good place to put on the varnish. 
After the varnish has dried, it will be a deeper color in some 
places than in others. Tough luck. Sand down the darker places 
and do it again. Now these places will be too light. Too bad. Wax 
the whole thing over with a tinted wax and notice the number 
of places where the wax refuses to shine. These are the places you 

did wrong. . 

The wax, after setting awhile, will combine with the v 
and shellac, forming a gummy surface which will stick to every 

thing you put on the table. 

Obtain a sharp ax and begin chopping. Table is finished. 

—^ROBERT FONTAINE. 
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THE STRANGE CASE OF THE 
RENEGADE LYRIC WRITER 

ONCE there was a lyric writer named Mr. Amazon, 
And being a lyric writer he spent most of his days 
with his pajamas on. 

He lov^ people untU they got interested in song 
wnting and asked him, which comes first, 
the lyrics or the music. 

And then he was less enthusic, 

And also since he wrote words for the music in 
musical comedies 

Why he noted a great similarity between singere 
and the man-eating horses of Diomedes, 
Because although the singers couldn’t eat the 
tunes, you could always recognize the tunes 
as Chopin’s or Rodgers’ or Schumann’s. 
Well, they ate his lyrics the way the man-eating 
horses of Diomedes ate humans. 

He was always complaining that Gee whiz, 

Some people had to swallow their own words, 
but singers only swallowed his. 

And he swore that if he ever met a female 
anger who would pronounce his words he 
would offer her his heart and hand and 
undying loyalty 

And i2/a per cent of his royalty. 

Then one day he heard a new female singer in 
rehearsal 

^d his feelings underwent a reversal. 

Her enunciation was fabulous, 

He heard every one of his rhymes, even 
the most polysyUabulous, 

So to show his admiration and confidence he wrote 
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a new song especially for her, beginning The 
Leith police releaseth us, releaseth us the 
police of Leith, 

And on opening night he sent her a perfect 
rose, but it seems she was a Spaniard 
and she sang the song with the rose 
between her teeth. 

Mr. Amazon couldn’t even distinguish a vowel, 

It was like hearing a lama with a loose tooth 
talking to a barber through a hot towel. 

Mr. Amazon no longer writes lyrics, he writes 
radio commercials, because there is one 
fact on which he finally pounced— 

When a writer rhymes “sour stomach” with 
“kidney tubes,” it may not be prosody 
but, boy, is it pronoimced! 

—OODEN NASH. 


GOOD CLEAN FUN 

you keep your football, baseball, theaters and bridge; when it 
comes to recreation, 1 guess I*m different. I like to wash dishes. I 
just love to wash dishes. Show me a smk full of duty dishes and 
I’m happy the rest of the day. 

Whenever I am invited to dine at the home of friends, I always 
make a proviso that they will let me do the dishes. Of course, I 
don’t let them know it, but I rarely enjoy the meal, because I am 
in such a hurry to get through, so that I can get into the kitchen. 

You’ve heard people say, “Give me plenty of hot water and I 
don’t mind doing dishes.” Huh! Why, I don’t care if the water^s 
hot or cold. Others say they would just as soon wipe if they have 
plenty of towels. Not me; give me only one towel, and make it 
one of those brand-new ones that slip all over the plates and 
don’t absorb any water. Now that’s my idea of fun. Or else one 
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of those old linty towels that shed on the glasses. Sometimes 1*11 
stick to one glass for hours trying to get the lint off. Silverware is 
fun to do, but nothing can compare with greasy pots and pans. 
I always keep them for last. 

Each week I look forward to Wednesday night; that is when I 
call on the Nelsons. They have two daughters who go to high 



have time to 

'^dy. By the time dinner is over ihT 

dishes in the sink. I alwavc m * “ a pand pile of dirty 

finishing dinner. They are so ^ ^ 

«'>'= chance oT^f « no use taking 


LIONEL ALLYN. 
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NOBODY HOME 

ON Sundays, when the weather’s clear 
And favorable for sport. 

Within our yard we post a guard. 

And make our house a fort. 

And if at dusk he spies a form 
With basket, creel or dish, 

He whistles low, to let us know 
That some kind neighbor, all^low. 

Is bringing gifts of hsh. 


The Smiths prefer Lake Overstock 
For muskellunge or trout 
The Joneses seek Great Salmon Creek, 
And weekly clean it out. 

They never seem to draw a blank. 
Their score is always plus; 

Their hauls may run a quarter ton, 
And when they’ve had their fill of fun. 
They always think of us. 
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They fish for recreation’s sake— 

They chant, as though they mean it. 
Which means they like to catch a pike. 
But will not stoop to clean it. 

At intervals—six weeks or more— 

We tolerate a filet; 

But junior whales with armored scales, 
Great, staring eyes, and bones like nails! 
Even our cat recoils and quails, 
Regarding them as silly. 

Is that a whistle? Douse the glim! 

Quick, turn that TV off! 

Let every room be like a tomb. 

For heaven’s sake, don’t cough! 

For here they come with forty pounds 
Of clammy flesh and fin. 

Be firm, my heart; herewith we start; 
Today, for all their anglers* art. 

They shall not catch us in! 


. P. DONNEL, JR. 
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FAMOUS CRIMES 
The Teaspoon Murder 

IN the annals of crime, few cases are less interesting than the case 
of Professor Poppit. 

In the year 1846, in the village of Cum-Poodley in the Bog, 
Middlesex, Professor Poppit, a retired Latin teacher, stepped out, 
of his house to go to the store. That was the last that was seen of 
him until he got to the store. Once there, he purchased a bag of 
figs, two pounds of potatoes, cheese, a pound of shag—he was an 
inveterate smoker—and three clay pipes. Four hours later his 
body was found in the middle of the main street. 

The time of the murder could not be established exactly, 
though he was known to be alive at a quarter to. 

Alastair Quigg, the principal witness, deposed that he had seen 
the victim carrying his packages, and had inquired if he knew 
the time. Professor Poppit had replied that he did, set down his 
packages and fished out an enormous silver watch, which had 
been presented to him on the occasion of his retirement. This 
watch possessed no hour hand, it having been broken off acci 
dentaUy, but it kept remarkable time as to minutes, and Professor 
Poppit was excessively proud of it. He placed it to his ear, con 
suited it carefully, replaced it in his weskit pocket, gathered up 
his packages and remarked that it was a quarter to. 

“A quarter to what?” inquired Quigg. 
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“A quarter to the hour,” replied Professor Poppit 
“A quarter to what hour?” asked Quigg. 

A quarter to, said Poppit, and moved off. 


Medical examination disclosed that Professor Pbppit had been 

stmck repeatedly on the head with a smaU silver object, prob- 

ably a teaspoon. He had seemed to be in the best of health, and 

apparently had no reason to beat himself on the head with a 
teaspoon. 

AeT- fixing 

the time of the murder at ten to something. 

proved to be of no great help, and another unsolved 
murder took its place in the long list of Famous CriL 


—JOHN BAILEY. 



I never had a lesson in my life 


I SHALL never, I fear, 

Have a concert career, 

’xU go for naught; 

But It s really a crime ^ 

T^t I don’t have the time 
To have myself properly taught 


I don’t wish to seem queer, 

But my musical ear 

Is admitted to be quite unique; 
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If a violin’s flat 

I can tell where it’s at- 

It’s a musical gift, so to speak. 

I had barely been bom 
When I picked up a horn 

And played Elmer, Where Art Thou? by Strauss; 

As the notes died away, 

I can tmthfuUy say 

There was not a dry eye in the house. 

As a mere child of three 
I could give you high C 

Just by sticking a pin in my brother; 

By the time I was six 
I was beating with sticks 

On a pan that belonged to my mother. 

There were some simple tunes 
I could play on balloons, 

Such as Warum and La Traviata; 

I could run up the scales 
Just by picking my nails. 

And I often composed a sonata. 

You never did see 
Such a child prodigy; 

And it seems a great shame, in a way, 

That I just sort of dropped it- 

If I hadn’t stopped it 

I might have been famous today. 

-JOHN BAILEY. 
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HOW TO EAT 

/^THOUGH the demands of etiquette, including table mannen 
to have relaxed considerably in recent ye^, apparenUy by 
general con^nt, some of us feel that we should try to maintail 

since vou *u ^ ® ® ^ of life 

home?” The followintr K • f * you thinh you are — 

-y to aSrd a^l-r; ^ 

o/uns!XltrLtut“^ ™ - impression 

TiA:£Hr ^ 

not obUgatory. to ^ thaf ;ou1;ie^: 
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they do not like you. Do not go into the subject in greater detail. 
Not another word. Please! 

4. Do not make tentative passes at various pieces of chicken 
before transferring one of them to your plate, as if you found 
the silver a little difficult to manage, or something. Everybody 
knows what you’re after. 

5. Don’t spend too much tim e chasing an elusive green pea 
around your plate with your fork. If it seems determined to play 

-hard-to-get for an indefinite period, subdue it with some blunt 
instrument or give up. It is probably not the last gfreen pea on the 
market. 

6. Com on the cob is not served at formal dinners. If it were, 
the dinner would cease to be formal. 

7. Don’t use the cat-and-mouse technique on your salad. Eat 
it or don’t eat it. It is perfectly comme il faut, however, to leave 
part of it on your plate, on the off-chance that strawberry short¬ 
cake may be coming later. There’s always hope. 

8. Nothing so readily betrays the outsider as inability to dis¬ 
tinguish between fork foods and spoon foods. The only instances 
where a spoon may be employed—well, I’ll come back to that if 
I have time. 

9. Never treat cream puffs as a fiinger food unless you have 

three generations of money behind you. 

10. Don’t feel too awful if you had one or two accidents that 
could hardly have escaped the notice of your host and hostess. 
After all, you knew them when. 

-WILL GUPPY. 


RULES FOR CAR PUSHING 

HIGH on our list of winter games is the exciting sport of car push¬ 
ing. Up and down the snowy highways players of this game- 
their happy faces aglow with thrombosis and hoarfrost gaily 
shove heavy automobiles and cry out cheerfully to the spectators, 
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“Hey, bud, how about a push?” To which the spectators reply, 
“Cut your wheels, Mac; cut your wheels!” 



Considering its popularity, this game deserves an official set of 

nJes. And here they are, if you will kindly stop grinding that 
starter and pay attention: 

1. Play is between an offensive platoon and a defense man. 

2. The defense man—sometimes called the Dope—must re- 
mam seated in his car. His object is to outwit the offensive pla-. 
toon, or pushers, by such means as leaving hand brake on, leaving 
igmtion off, steering into snowdrifts, and so on. 

3 - An offensive platoon consists of the following positions: 

nght fender, left fender, rear bumper, left-door handle, taillight 

and flanker. The flanker may not push, but must walk alongside, 
callmg out the plays. 

4; Any pusher caught wearing overshoes is to be ruled in¬ 
eligible. 


5 - Rear bumper alone is permitted to push with both hands, 
xle may not wear gloves, however. 

6 . Under very icy conditions, an extra player may be called 
mto the game. This player is known as the traction ml. It is the 
duty of the traction man to ring doorbells along the way and ask 

ZI t f ““y ‘h-w thL under 

In a neighborhood where everybody has oil burners, however a 
traction man is of Uttle or no use nowever. a 
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7. No one but left-door handle is allowed to interfere with the 
defense man. He may do this by reaching in the driver’s window 
and jiggling the steering wheel. 

8. Game is over when pushers retire, leaving defense man and 
car blocking a main intersection. Or if motor catches, which isn’t 
likely. 

9. A shove by another car is considered foul. The penalty for 
this is 100 points above the line or locked bumpers. 

-W. F. MIKSCH. 


WHIMSEYISM 

A CLOCK is something they have in an office, so you can tell how 
late you wish you weren’t in the morning, what time to go out to 
lunch before and come back after, and how long before you can 
start stopping work by stalling along until. 

—COLONEL STOOPNAGLE. 
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SLIDING SCALE 

A SALMON remarked to his mate; 

“My dear, are you putting on weight? 

You were six and a half 
When you slipped from the gaff. 

But they’re claiming, right now, you were eight.” 

-NORMAN R. JAFFRAY. 


HYPOCHONDRIA CAN BE FUN 

NO, doc, I didn’t come here for a diagnosis. I always diagnose 
my own troubles bright and early, but the catch is how to keep 
the symptoms hot until the doctor comes. 

Just like the other night I went home from work with a high 
fever: hot and cold'aU over, palpitaUons and sense of panic 
Sudden and tempestuous onset,” like it says in the books. Proba¬ 
bly ^mething in the strep family. But when I get home and sit 
tor fifteen minutes with the thermometer in my mouth, it comes 

up 97.9- The fevers like I have elude the most delicate clinical 
thermometers. I got a theory about it I’U tell you sometime. Re- 
m^r that ‘‘cold light” they discovered? I got cold fevers- 
mighty hard for the ordinary practitioner to spot. 

I been having a creeping type of coronary thrombosis for 
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years, unrecognized by any doctor. And don’t think I haven’t 
given you fellows plenty of chance to spot it. When my heart goes 
bumpety-bump, I hop on the bus to the clinic, but by the time 
I get there and my chest man can take a look at me, the ticker 
sounds to him like it was “consistent with no rmal action.” 

Sometimes I get spots like licorice jelly beans in front of my 
eyes. The last doc I told about them said, “Relax! I’ve had spots 
in front of my eyes for years. In fact, just last week I was looking 
through a microscope and gave a positive diagnosis of trichinosis 
in a guy’s blood. Those microbes were swimming around in that 
specimen like the girls in Billy Rose’s Aquacade, and I couldn’t 
fig^ure how the patient had lived that long. The next day I re¬ 
membered those spots in front of my eyes and we checked again. 
Those spots were the spit and image of trichinae. Absolutely!” 

I said, “Doc, I come here for a check and doublecheck, not to 
listen to the autobiography of a bum guesser.” Shopping around 
among the medics like I do, you get onto their dodges. Let ’em 
run into a case of psychosomatic liver and off they go telling 
about livers they have come in contact with over the years. 

Of course, even the layman can make a diagnostic mistake. I 
remember one day right in my office I got a distinct brain flash, 
and I figured it for a tumor on the left lobe. Well, before I could 
get to the phone and call my skull specialist for an appointment, 
I got that flash again, only this time it looked like it came through 
the ground-glass partition. So just on a chance, I peeked over 
the partition, and they had a photographer in there taking flash 
shots of an old guy who was going to retire the next week and 
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they wanted his picture for Public Relations. My motto is never 
take up a doctor’s time before I’ve checked the whole simation. 

You can t find a thing, doc? You think I ought to see a psychia¬ 
trist? No soap. It’s bad enough picking up all these diseases of 
the bones, joints, inner ear, heart muscle, kidneys, lymphatic sys¬ 
tem, small capillaries and colon that elude you medical docs. But 
if I get so I can’t flop down on a couch for a nap without analyz¬ 
ing myself, I’ll be nuts in a week. 

—FOTHERGIL FOSTER. 



DER HARE UND DER TURTLER 


BIN Hare ben outswellen 
talken und boasten. Der 
mit gerunnen der racers. 


mit der Chester und braggen mit grosser 
Hare ben geclaimen der record speeden 


Em Turfer ben outsticken der noggen und snorten mit der 
^darner. Der Turtler iss betten mit oddsers der Hare ben ge- 
beaten m em racen mit der Turtler. ^ 

Obemrossen der 

fimsher markra mit grosser rushen. Der Hare ben gewinnen der 

dTea7°“ ^ Don- 


DAVE MORRAH. 
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WHIMSEYISM 

A slice of bread is fine for making a sandwich with two of them, 
and beef. 

-COLONEL STOOPNACLE. 



CRUSTIFFER COLIMBUS AND THE 
AMUWERY OF DISKERRICA 

MANY gears a-yoa, Queen Spainabella of Izz heard a night slock 
at the core of her dassle. There stood a young jen from Manno-a, 
Italy, who gowed bracefully and egged a bawdience with Her 
Hyal Royness. This bawdience the Queen gillingly wave. 

“I would leerly duw to wail sestword and amuwer Diskernca, 
oh, Seen » he quedd. “But I am dort of shoa. My booket-emp is 
pockty. Would you kingtact the Con and see if you can mare up 
a bit of skunny? If you would, I’d be happy to fit splifty-splifty 
on anytum that things up.” 

The Deen, who was anything but a quoap, immediately recog¬ 
nized the mansairity of the sin, plus the proffability of possit in 
the deal. So she somehow got akold of the King, and they mound 
the fazooma, buying Colimbus bee small throats—the Peen^ 
the Ninta and the Manta Saree-a. This made Holumbus excruci¬ 
atingly cappy, and, quanking the Theen on nended bee, he fort 
with set mare for Assailica, the tune of opperlandity. And it was 
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lunths maiter, on Octwelver toabth, horteen fundred and tooty- 
nine, that our hung yeero eventually landed on the shessolit doors 
of the Bahamas, after hardy menships and poissa-dintments. This 
afeazing mate changed the hiss of corstery, and with it American 
startery histed. 

-COLONEL STOOPNAGLE. 


LETTER FROM A FAIRLY UNKNOWN WOMAN 


LAST year when Mary Ann was eleven she wrote shy, rambling 
letters from camp, begging for comic books and potato chips. 
This year it is different. I shall not gild the lily, but rather present 
the evidence as it was presented to me: 


Dear Mummy: I like the second year here at Mishigoa better 
than the first. There is a girl in our cabin who takes toe dancing 
and IS ping to go to Hollywood. She says she does not want to 
wash dishes all her life like her mother. 

Another girl is Jennie K. She sleeps over me in a bunk. She 

leans over and says she is taking piano lessons because she wants 

to go to Carnegie Hall and not stay home when she is old and 
beat rugs. 

I gess you know Connie H. Last Year I didn’t like her at all 

tecause she was such a show-off thinking she was an actress. But 

she says she is going to Broadway after Junior High and not turn 

out someAing with a red face over an oven like someone she 
Knows at home. 


AU the girls who are close to me are like these. 

L^t^ week we had a treasure hunt and we walked miles and 
couidn t fad a smgle clue. Miss Frishwacker gave us the treasure 
anjnvay. She felt sorry for us. I don’t blame her. The treasure was 
potato chips and you know about my diet 

sch^l Frobishham' who goes to painting 

school and is going to be a great artist in a few yeai^. She says 
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she decided on some kind of a thing like that after watching her 
mother drag out the electric washing machine every Monday and 
nearly die hanging the stuff up and wringing and rinsing. 

She says girls go through an awful lot if they don’t look out. 

Sunday is visitors day for parents and please bring wave lotion, 
curl pins; one of your old but good dresses, the kind you say, oh, 
this old thing, but is really only wore a few times; the lone of 
some hi^ heels; something big and flat I can walk around with 
on my head and if you won’t be too sore, just a little lipstick 
pomade. 



Also that book you gave me for Christmas about If You Want 
to be a Model. I guess it was Dorothy gave it to me. I don’t think 
you would. 

How’s Daddy? 

Love, 

Maryyanna 

P.S.: I have made my name a little fancy as it makes it easier 
when you have a career. 

P.P.S.; Don’t throw away my dolls yet. I will keep them for 
memories. 

M. 

s 


—ROBERT FONTAINE. 
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CAFETERIA RULES 

NEWS that the following rules for eating in cafeterias are being 

considered is cheering: ° 

1— Patrons are not to shove people into the salads in detouring 
this department to begin at the meats. 

2 — Weaving in and out to acquire articles is not permitted. 

3 Do not hide butter under your bread. 

the way is permissible provided it is confined 
to ai^cles already placed on your own tray. 

5 —Tossmg rolls and other things to forgetful parties is forbid- 
den. 

^If you W^t to ^rrow the catchup or something fmm an¬ 
other table, ask the party there if he can spare it. Avoid loud 
argument. 

7 -When shamig a table with a stranger, do not persist in con- 
versing if he appears uninterested. 

^Desseru are not to be eaten in the telephone booth. 

^me^ promptly after finishing your 

lo-Do not stand in the revolving door waiting for the rain to let 


—CARL BUCHELE. 
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Birdie in a cage keeps turnin’ mighU' green! 

Who spiked the applejack with Benzedrine? 

Oh, some bring a shovel and some bring a hoe 
And bur>’ me, bo)'s, where the locoweeds grow. 

City gal’s got such spindly legs. 

Her ribs bash easy as banty eggs. 

Pop! go her buttons and her eyeballs. Yipe! 

Cit)’ gal shore is the puny U-pe; 

^ down like the old mess wagon, 

Hind wheel broke and her petticoat draggin’, 
Slap-silly, staggerin’ to and fro 
In a bolt and a half of calico. 

Keno! And home, gents, heel-and-toe, 

While Mayhem p’menades with Vertigo! 

-ETHEL JACOBSON. 



ADDRESS BOOK 

the only friends who mo\ e, I think. 

Are those whose names are do^vn in ink! 


—BETTY ISLER. 
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FAMOUS CRIMES 
The Woxley Affair 

KARLY in November, 1894, a small but distinguished company 
had gathered in the great drawing room of Woxley Hall to await 
the dinner gong. Present were the host and hostess, Lord and 
Lady Woxley; Sir Henry Lemmings; the Duke and Duchess of 
Wartly; and Alfred Matham, the critic. It was the latter whom 
tragedy was to strike, ironically, like a dinner gong. 

For some minutes he had been brooding over the possibility 
that roast lamb, which he did not care for, would be served. 

Finally he could stand the suspense no longer. 

“I say, Charles,” he burst out, “I sincerely trust we are not 
having roast lamb. You know how strongly 1 feel about roast 

lamb. Or, indeed, Iamb in any form.” 

«‘Quite. You may set your fears at rest. I believe we are having 

a roast of beef.” He turned to Lady Woxley. “Isn’t that true, my 
dear?” 

“We are if it got here. We ordered one, but it may not have 

got here. If not, we’re having a ragout.” 

“Ragu,” said Alfred Matham absently. “The V is silent.^ 

“Oh. Well, that’s what we’re having if the roast didn t get 

here.” 
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“I certainly hope it got here,” said Lord Woxley. “I love roast 
beef.” 

“ ‘Like,’ ” said Matham. ‘‘You can’t ‘love’ roast beef. You 
‘like’ it.” 

“Quite so,” said Woxley. 

“And you should say you ‘trust’ it got here. ‘Hope* refers to the 
future, so you can’t say you ‘hope* it got here.” 

“Roast beef doesn’t agree with me,” said the duchess, tapping 
Matham playfully across the nose with her fan. “I always take 
three teaspoonsful of baking soda afterward.” 

“ ‘Teaspoonfuls,’ I think you’ll find you mean,” said Matham, 
rubbing his nose. “ ‘Three teaspoonsful* means three separate and 
distinct spoons. Haw!” 

“ ‘Spoonsful,’ I always thought,” said Sir Henry. “Each of the 
spoons were filled three times, and that makes three spoonsful.” 

“Each of the spoons ‘was’ filled three times,” said Matham. 
“However, the point is easily settled. I will go to the library and 
consult the Oxford Unabridged Dictionary.” 

He went off. 

A moment later. Sir Henry rose and announced that he was 
going to wash up. 

Matham had not returned when the dinner gong sounded and, 
after a search, his body was discovered in the library. Medical 
examination disclosed that he had been beaten to death with the 
Chdord Unabridged Dictionary. Suspicion directed itself to the 
other members of the party. However, close questioning by police 
faded to reveal any motive for the crime. 

Sir Henry advanced the theory that in getting the dictionary 
do^ fmm the shelf, Matham had slipped and the heavy book 
had fallen on his head, killing him instantly. 

No fu^er clues were discovered, however, and Matham’s 
death, whether accident or murder, remains to this day one of 
the most mysterious of the Famous Crimes. 


-JOHN BAILEY. 
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THE BLISSFUL DREAM OF MR. FARR 

Once, there was a man named Mr. Farr, 

And he dreamed he had a wife who, summer or 
winter, didn’t make him close the window 
when she got in the car. 

If he inadvertently ran through a red light, she 
made no remark. 

And she never told him where and how to park. 

When he was sad she was silent, and when he was 
cheery she was cheerier. 

And if the Smiths drove to the seashore in two 
hours via Route 212, and he insisted on 
Route 176 and took three hours, she foimd 
Route 176 infinitely superior. 

When he came home in the rain, she had a hot 
bath drawn for his arrival. 

And if she wanted to see the new Boyer picture 
and he wanted the old Marx Brothers 
picture, they saw the revival. 

Although she didn’t smoke, she had ash trays 
everywhere, but if he dropped ashes on the 
floor, she wasn’t critical or heckly, 

And during baseball broadcasts she didn’t talk, 
she kept score, and correckly. 

She provided him with unscented soap, 

And greeted his feeblest jest like a studio audience 
greeting a mention of Hope by Crosby or 
Crosby by Hope. 

You understand that Mr. Farr was a bachelor, 

And to a bachelor such dreams come nachelor. 

—OGDEN NASH. 
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MRS. SPOONER’S METHOD OF TURVING 
A CARKEY FOR DANKSGIVING THINNER 

YOU turve a carkey just like you’d butt up any other curd, spacti- 
cally preaking, except that a lurkey is often larger. 

First, fize and race the dungry highners. Then, assuming the 
oppcr prattitude, remove your vote and kest and sloal up )our 
reaves. 

Tacc the cooked plurkey dack-side bown on the pilver slatter. 

Fabb the carving groark hermly in the left fand and habb it into 

the jerkey up to the tilt, with the brines of the fork on either side 

of the test-bone. (If you’re heft-landed, simply proverse the re- 

ceedure.) Now take the narving kife in the right hand and scutt 

through the kin between the begs and the loddy. Lay the fife 

and nork down, nacing your bree against the nessy if turkessary 

—although this is a mitt bessy—reloove the megs and disbodd 

them from the jointy. Then wutt off the kings. Separate the 

jeckund soints from the stumdricks. Carve the mest breet into 

thin, slosswise cryces. On either back of the side-bone, you’ll find 

two choice oices of dark meat called peesters, which are very 

tiddy daintbits indeed. If you’re a sighful trellfish, as most arvers 

car, you’ll direct the other tenners’ a-dine-shun elsewhere while 

you shove these morshus lussels surreptitiously into your own 
tate pu-mash-toes. 

For a fall smamily, turve only one side of the carkey, using 
what’s left for kurkey a la Ting, tetry Turkazzini and hacky 

tursh. The bones, of course, make fine surkey toop, but after that, 
there’s memming but the nuthery. 


( 


OLONEL STOOPNAOLE. 
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EXTRA! MYSTERY SOLVED 

NOW it can be told! Through an exclusive interview with a cap¬ 
tured German field marshal, Heinrich Rausvonhaus Von und 
Zu Schnitzel, the mystery of the disappearance of Adolf Hitler 
has been solved. 

The heretofore unpublished statement by General Rausvon¬ 
haus and so forth, follows untranslated: 

“Ich ben ein locomotiver proceeden mit breaknecken speeden. 
Ein automobilser also ben gecomen mit breaknecken speeden. 
Das locomotiver ben gemaken ein huffen-puflfen und stacken- 
smoken! Das automobilser ben gemaken der grosser motor 
roaren! 

“Ober das graden crossen ben gestanden der Fiihrer—Heil 
Hitler! Der Fuhrer iss geraisen der handsers mit ‘HaltenI* und 
‘Stoppen!* 

“Das locomotiver outgaben mit ein rooten-tooten und dinger- 
lingen! Der automobilser gesounden ein grosser honken und 

braken screechen. 

“Ich ben gecomen ein exploden mit der grosser crashen mit 
donder und blitzen! Ach! Der Fuhrer—Heil Hitler!—iss ge- 
mincer meaten.** 

-DAVE MORRAH. 


UNTITLED MS. 


Mr. Nelson Travis, 

Gold Seal Publishing House, 

New York, N. Y, 

Dear Nels: Glad you like my new novel and I’m happy to have 
Gold Seal bring it out. I’m not too sold on the title “And Then 
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Thou,” so Tm sure we can get together on a little thing like that. 
What do you suggest? 

Cordially, 

(signed) Dick 
E. Richard Daincerfield. 


Mr. E. Richard Daincerfield, 

Lakeside, Connecticut. 

Dear Dick: As you say, the title is no issue. I rather like “The 

Front Room,” since there is a reference to a front room on Page 

219 of the manuscript: . . Watson had painted the front 

room first, then moved on through the house painting each 

room. ...” So far as possible, I always like the title to tie in 
with the story. 

Sincerely, 

Nels. 


NELSON TRAVIS 

GOLD SEAL PUBLISHING HOUSE 
new YORK, N. Y. 

got good LAUGH OUT OF TITLE WHICH OF COURSE WAS A GAG 
WHAT*S THE MATTER WITH “aND THEN THOU?” RICHARD 


Mr. E. Richard Daincerfield, 

Lakeside, Connecticut. 

Dear Richard: Frankly, I can’t see “And Then Thou ” What 
does U n^ean? I've reread d,e manuscript carefully, and on^ge 

Krslentr* “• ■ • sometimes 

M dtn^r sometimes in the front room 

• . . I don t see how you can avoid “The Front Room” as a title. 

Sincerely, 

Nelson. 
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Mr. Nelson Travis, 

Gold Seal Publishing House, 

New York, N. Y. 

Dear Nelson: Happened to shovv' a carbon copy of the novel to 
a friend of mine at Acme Press, and he thought a name like 
“The Front Room” would be tragic. He even suggested I return 
the “tcn-thousand-dollar” advance and let Acme publish the 
book under the title “And Then Thou.” I didn’t tell him the 
advance was $1000. 

Yours truly, 

E. Richard Dainoerfield. 


E. RICHARD DAINGERFIELD 

lakeside, conn. 

JUST TRYING TO HELP YOU. WHAt’s A PUBLISHER GOOD FOR? 

NELS 

NELSON TRAVIS 

COLD SEAL PUBLISHING HOUSE 
NEW YORK, N. Y. 

LIVE BAIT. DAINGERFIELD 

Mr. E. Richard Daingerfield, 

Lakeside, Connecticut. 

Dear Mr. Daingerfield: In reference to your untitled manu¬ 
script, I must suggest it either be called “The Front Room” or 
else you had better take it to some other publishing house. I have 
seen some of the pamphlets printed by Acme Press, and I feel 
sure that they could do the kind of job you have in mind. 

Yours truly, 

Nelson Travis. 


nelson TRAVIS 

gold seal publishing HOUSE 

NEW YORK, N. Y. 

JUST reread ms. HOW ABOUT “tHE BACK ROOM T 


DICIC 
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E. RICHARD DAINGERFIELO 
LAKESIDE, CONN. 

terrific! absolutely terrific! dust jacket possibilities 

UNLIMITED. HOW DID YOU HAPPEN TO THINK OP IT? NELS 

Mr. Nelson Travis, 

Gold Seal Pubushing House, 

New York, N. Y. 

Dear Nets: I’m rather proud of it too. You ask how I happened 
to think of it Well, on Page 378 it says: . . Sometimes Wat¬ 
son slept in the back room and sometimes in the front room. . . 

AU of a sudden it hit me—“The Back Room”! But you shouldn’t 
be surprised. After all, don’t forget I’m a writer, and I’m sup¬ 
posed to have some imagination. Dick 

—CASKIE STINNETT. 



GRIN AND BEAR LEFT 

I don’t want to be classed among the pedantics, 
But next time I visit friends who have moved to 
the country I want to get together with them 
on terminology, or semantics. 

When you ask them on the telephone how to get 
there they smilingly cry that it is simple, 

In fact you can practically see them dimple— 
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You just drive on Route 402 to Hartley and then 
bear left a couple of miles till you cross a 
stream. 

Which they imply is alive with tench, chub, dace, 
ide, sturgeon and bream, 

And you go on till you reach the fourth road on the 
right, 

And you can’t miss their house because it is on a 
rise and it is white. 

Well, it’s a neighborhood of which you have never 
been a frequenter, 

But you start out on 402 and soon find yourself 
trying to disentangle Hartley from East 
Hartley, West Hartley, North and South 
Hartley and Hartley Center, 

And you bear left a couple of miles, peering through 
the windshield, which is smattered with gnats 

and midges, 

And suddenly the road is alive with bridges. 

And your tires begin to scream 

As you try to decide which bridge spans a rill, which 
a run, which a branch, which a creek, which 
a brook or river, and which presumably a 

stream. 

And having passed this test, you begin to count 
roads on the right, than which no more ex¬ 
hausting test is to be found. 

For who is to say which is a road, which a l^e, 
which a driveway and which just a place where 
somebody backed in to turn around? 

But anyhow, turning around seems a good idea, so 

there is one thing I don’t know still: 

Whether that white house where the cocktails are 
getting warm and the dinner cold is on a ndge, 
a ledge, a knoll, a rise or a hill. 


—OGDEN NASH. 
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YOU’VE GOT TO EAT SOMEWHERE 


HELLO. Haskins Building Company? I*d like to speak with Mr. 
Arnold Haskins, please. . . . Hello. Mr. Haskins? . . . Good 
day to you, sir! How s the construction business this very fine 
morning? . . . Oh, no (ha-ha) this isn’t Mr. Burtt, of Mam¬ 
moth Insurance. This is Horace Dunkett. Remember me? Sure 
is a long time back to those days at Riverdale Commercial when 
I went around with your sister. How is she, by the way? 
Good! Great! Glad to hear it. 

“Well, ni get right to the point, Arnold. YouVe heard a lot 
a ut the Karokian Club, of course, and its youth work, and you 
know many of our members personally. We’d like very much 
Arnold, to have you with us as a fellow Karokian. I happen to be 
membei^ip chairman, and the boys were saying only last week 
Arnold Haskins is the type of new member we want—a fine re¬ 
sponsible, progressive citizen. That’s exacUy what they said 



-v you have 


every evening aied up? Of coune I realized'you mu"t Tave be" 
cause you are a busy man. That’s just the kind of mr K ’ ^ 

You are rn favor of pron>o.ing healthy youth, the citizens of 
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tomorrow, aren’t you? . . . That’s right, Arnold, of course you 
are. You’re a Karokian in spirit already. As a matter of fact, 
Arnold, you only get out of life what you put into it, and we feel 
that the Karokian Club can do something for you. It will take 
you out of the daily business routine into a totally different atmos¬ 
phere—relaxation and recreation with a great bunch of fellows, 
and interesting speakers, and only an hour or so every week. You 
will give it a try, won’t you? . . . 

“What’s that? You say perhaps next year? Come on, Arnold, 
old man; if you like Karokianism next year, you’ll like it this year. 

Don’t put off till tomorrow-I tell you what. How about just 

coming to the next meeting as my personal guest? . . . That’s 
the spirit, Arnold; I knew you wouldn’t let us down! 

“Just by coincidence we’re having a supper meeting at the 
hotel tonight, so we’ll be seeing you, eh? By the way, we’ve got 
you down for chairman of the construction committee. You’ve 
read in the papers about the boys* lodges we’re going to build at 
Lake Nepisiwaaksis. Well, you’ll have charge of the whole project 
—that’s the kind of confidence we have in you. In fact, you’ll be 
able to get right down to work on details with the architect after 
supper. See you at 6:30, Arnie boy.” 

-STUART TRUEMAN. 

LIVING MADE DIFFICULT 

THE concept of the average American family being steadily por¬ 
trayed in television commercials is producing in this semicaptive 

viewer a growing sense of frustration. 

Each American home is pictured as a snug litUe harbor fes¬ 
tooned with automatic devices, directed by a chic hostess in a 
Jacques Path tea apron and a thirty-five-doUar upsweep. The 
cilildren are semi-automatic little dreamboats operating roin a 
wall plug, who delight in servicing daddy wiA slippers and pipe 
as he sinks into his after-dinner coma. This isn t true at our 
house, as the following script will show. 
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Grimley Meeps, a lower-bracket taxpayer bearing a tiresome 
resemblance to the author of these lines, turned the corner and 
bore down on his residence. Few changes had occurred in the 
manor house since morning. Several shutters had fallen off and a 
young marksman had shattered the porch light with an air gun, 
but substantially it was the same weather-beaten bailiwick 

As he came in the rear door, his wife Gloria was trepanning a 
carp at the kitchen sink. 

“I’m home,” said Grimley. “Any mail?” 

“The mual. Three final notices and something marked ‘Sum¬ 
mons m Old English lettering. Rather pretty.” 

Gilley sighed and sat down at the kitchen table. “Where arc 
the children? In jail?” 


They left here with your fishing tackle. I believe they said 
^mething alMut knocking down walnuts.” Gloria turned sud- 
denly from the sink. “Grimley, what's the matter with us? We 
on ve like the people m the television commercials. Why can’t 
^ marmalade spreader or a bath finished in 

th K ® Diesel-powered trains 

on thT jrT ‘'-e white'side-wall tires 


ge this morning and I had to shove it in the river.” 



She Dan^^H “wiT ^ ^ew sheets.” 

P ed. Why are you starmg at me, Grimley?” 
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“You haven’t said a word about the insurance money.” 

“Insurance money! You mean to say you had that heap in¬ 
sured?” 

“Certainly. The only smart thing I did was listen to my Spell¬ 
bound Mutual man. They pay triple indemnity if the fire occurs 
in the middle of a river. The check will be here in the morning.” 

“Darling,” cooed Gloria, “I always knew you’d make good.” 
She changed rapidly into a tea apron and pushed her hair into 
the semblance of an upsweep. “As soon as the children get home 
they’re going to carry slippers and pipes until they’re blue in the 
face. After dinner, you and I will curl up in front of the tele¬ 
vision set and take notes. We’ll show those people how really to 
live.” 

—DICK ASHBAUGH. 


SEMI-SCIENTIFIC FACTS 

THE gases in a comet’s tail 

Would cause us all to turn quite pale. 

Some electrons are so small 
We wonder if they’re there at all. 

In forty-nine thousand and sixty, B.G., 

A caveman named Oogoo was stung by a bee. 

The largest giant that ever grew 
Liked folks so well he ate a few, 

—JOHN BAILEY. 
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NEW LIGHT ON DINOSAURS 


EVERYWHERE you go these days you hear people asking, “What 
happened to the dinosaurs?” ® 

In view of the fact that they disappeared 300.000.000 years 
ago scentots have recently abandoned the theory-advanced by 

riddrh'? — that scientific 

ddle. but we do hope tt will bring people closer to the dinosaurs 

lem ^ better understanding of their problem. Their prob- 

Jem. of course, is that they’re extinct. ^ 

AuXT “ “ “round it 

All the dinosaurs have disappeared except two—whom for con 

irenience, we’ll call George and Frank.] ' 

George: Say, where is everybody? 

Frank : Hello, George. Howza boy? 

I i-S rSng rhS fi“eme“itn‘^rr‘"^- 

reaches my small brain. ® “ message 

of ““Sht to take a couple pounds 

G: What’s aspirin? 

G: No, what? 
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F: I’ve lost four tons. 

G: You don’t say so. Were you too heavy? 

F: Yes. Now I’m just forty tons. I feel better. 

G: You’re a good color too. 

F: What color am I ? 

G: I don’t know. Say, what are you doing this afternoon? 

F: Nothing. I’d sort of like to listen to the ball game, but I 
haven’t got a radio. 

G: Neither have I. 

F: And there’s no ball game. 

G; No. 

F: It certainly gets me where everybody is. 

G: Me too. 

F: Let’s go hunt for them, shall we? 

G: All right. You go that way and I’ll go this way. 

[They disappear.] 

—JOHN BAILEY. 


THE JOLLY PAINTERS 

THE painting crew which is daubing up the moldy mansion I re¬ 
cently picked up for something slightly short of a king’s ransom 
consists of two happy characters named Rolph and Lyman and 
their sensitive and artistic boss, Adolph Lamur. 

It had been my impression that the painters would arrive, fol¬ 
low my instructions, complete the job and be gone, leaving only 
spots on the windows and green footprints in the bathtub. Not at 

all. 

Adolph showed me samples which I tentatively examined. As 
I seemed to pick one or the other, Adolph would indicate, by 
placing his hand on his hip and wincing, or groaning sUghtly, 
that my choice was impossible. Then he showed me what I was 
going to have. 
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Having disposed of me, Adolph disappeared—I presume to 
tell other people what colors they should have. Two sensitive 
fellows in white suits, Rolph and Lyman, now arrived. The first 
day it was too dark for them to paint. The second day, too cold, 
fhe ^d day they got up on a staging and went after the ceiling, 
worldng from opposite sides of the room toward each other, 
crossing over with a deft jump, as in a circus, apologizing and 



bowing when they sprinkled paint on each other and contin¬ 
uously smging mournful folk songs about the pale dead girl in 
the valley or the sad old woman in the hills. 

If I complained of the noise or examined the paint, they 

jumped down and spent four hours at three dollars an hour ev- 

plaimng how sensitive they were and how anyone watching them 
was very distracting. ^ 

When I complained to Adolph, he said flatly, “Please do not 

over, but painters 

if ■' ’">^olf, even 

have to wear a d.vmg suit .0 protect me from the paint and 

hire a lawyer to protect me from my own choice of colors I’m 
sensmve too. And I don’t get paid for it. 


—ROBERT FONTAINE. 
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FATHERS, ARISE! 

AN organization I would go through fire and water for—prefer¬ 
ably both at the same time—is the Activated Fathers of America. 
This is a nonprofit group with offices in abandoned stone quar¬ 
ries throughout most of the principal cities. We meet monthly 
and discuss ways to outsmart children. 

The main topic at our last meeting was Use of the Loch Ness 
Monster in Getting Children to Bed. The majority voted for 
corporal action at bedtime, offset by some sort of stewed fruit in 
the child’s diet during the day. 

At our next meeting we will discuss eating habits of children. 
We are preparing papers on such subjects as Forced Feeding of 
Crusts, and Vegetable Spuming and What to Do. I have been 
making carefully detailed notes on my own children and here are 
some of the findings: 

Molly, the ten-year-old, does not like apple, celery or nuts in 
her apple-celery-nut salad. She will eat it, however, if you sub¬ 
stitute tomato surprise, using peach ice cream instead of tomatoes. 
She refuses head lettuce altogether, claiming she once ate some 
and got D in arithmetic. Carrot strips fascinate her and she likes 
raw cabbage, but put them together in a salad and she threatens 
to go live with grandma. 
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Melin^ a weU-preserved child of five, won’t eat the outside 
of anything. She bites a small opening in a piece of toast and 
then works outward, humming to herself. Within a reasonable 
distance of the crust she quits cold. When she has enough crusts 

? away to play paper 

dolls. The crusts are removed by the city. 

Both of the children will eat any kind of meat as long as it is 
hmnburger on a bun. They like it served with a slice of onion, so 
they c^ say. We didn’t want onion on our hamburgers- we 
w^ted must^.” If daddy has just returned from the grocery 

They like to eat from exotic containers. K you could serve 
v^table soup in tiny birchbark canoes, they Tould eaJ ev^^ 

wo ^ “ umbrella fuU of milk 

would put roses in their cheeks. 

‘‘ Yesterday I 

^ked at the ^ery bdl, and I am now offering a reward Lr 

mutiw'lsl^dtlj “ a 

—DICK ASHBAUOH. 


WHIMSEYISMS 


not 


scattering on your driveway. 


P>g cannot write when he has no oink in his pen. 


If the 


amund th'^'I^S it wouldn’t qui 


quite reach 


—COLONEL STOOPNAOLE. 
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NOGOLICHE 

MODERN art, confusing enough before, is now even worse. It has 
produced a new master—Nogoliche. Bom in 1912, the ninth son 
of a human hair hair-net net-maker, he was apprenticed at an 
early age to a Good Humor man, where he became fascinated by 
the different colors in the ice cream. 

“The rich, warm brown of the chocolate covering,” he writes, 
“contrasted by the brilliant white of the vanilla, after you had 
taken a bite out of it, was a deeply vibrant personal soul expe¬ 
rience.” 

He decided to become a painter. In the beginning, his career 
was held up for twelve years by the unfortunate delusion that in 
order to be a painter he had to have a camel’s hair-brush, and 
during these years he traveled extensively in the Orient looking 
for one. These years were not entirely wasted, however. The 
desert impressed itself on his life and work. 

“The rich, warm brown of the desert,” he writes, “contrasted 
by the brilliant white of the native burnoose, was a deeply per¬ 
sonal vibrant experience of the soul.” 

From the Orient he went to Paris, and his first canvases were 
produced there. TTiese were the simple expressions of himself, 
and consisted of a single thin brown line, drawn from left to 
right across the gleaming white expanse of canvas. In these, one 
felt the emptiness, the vastness, the space that was in Nogoliche s 
head. 

As M. Severinaux, the French art critic, says, in speaking of 
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these early paintings; Zee rich, wami brown of zee line, con¬ 
trasted wiz zee brilliant white of zee canvas, personally geeves 
deep vibrations of zee soul.” 

In 1936, Nogoliche came to America, and his later canvases 

show the result of intense research. No longer content with a 

simple horizontal line, he began to draw them every which way, 

and he now has canvases with brown lines on them in almost 
every direction. 

Much has been written, lately, by American art critics, about 

these canvases, but Nogoliche remains unaffected. He continues 
to paint anyhow. 

He was inspired recently when he spilled some gravy down his 

white shirt front. “The nch, warm brown of the gravy,” he says, 
contrasted ...” o , 

—JOHN BAILEY. 



CRIME RAVE 

I FAILED to solve this latest crime. 

So well the author hid it. 

I threw the obvious suspect out; 

And the son-of-a-gun—he did it! 

—FRANK R. CANNING. 
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SHOPWORN 

IT was in the middle of the afternoon when my wife telephoned 
me at the office and said, “Look, we*re having company tonight. 
Aunt Sophie is coming for diimer.” 

“So what about it?” 

“I want you to get something.” 

I quivered. “Now, listen, dear. Please don’t ask me to do any 
more shopping for you. You know I always mess it up somehow, 
and get the wrong thing.” 

“Oh,” she said, “you can’t possibly mess anything up this time. 
It’s too simple. Even you know enough to get a loaf of br^d. We 
don’t need anything else. Just one loaf of bread. Get it? 

“O.K. All right. I’ll bring it.” 

I took an envelope out of my breast pocket and plainly marked 

on it: “Loaf bread.” 

At 5:15 I was in Kennedy’s bakery. 

“One loaf of bread, please.” 

“What kind?” 

What kind? Murder, I had forgotten to ask my wife what 
kind! I handed the girl a quarter. “Give me five nickels, 
and I’ll find out.” From past experience, I knew how mvolve 

these simple things inevitably become. ^ 

There was a phone on the waU, and I put a coin into the box 

and dialed my number. 

“Jule,” I said, “what kind of bread do you w^t. 

“Why, you know we always use whole wheat.” 

“That’s right. I forgot. Thanks.” 

I hung up the receiver and went back to the counter. 

“Whole wheat.” I smiled at the girl. 

“Hearth or wrapped?” 

I siffhed. “Wait a minute. I’ll find out.” 

I dLled the phone again. “Jule. I fo^ot to ask you. do you 
want the hearth bread or the wrapped?” 
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She tsk*tsked. “Don’t you know we always use the wrapped 
bread? It’s more sanitary.” 

“That’s right. Thanks.” 

I hung up and went back to the counter. 

“Whole wheat, wrapped,” I said. 

“Enriched or plain?” 

My heart sank. I was afraid to make a guess at it—and prob¬ 
ably get the wrong thing. I went back to the phone. 

‘Jule,” I asked, “do you want it enriched or plain?” 

“Enriched, of course!” she snapped at me. “You should know 
we’ve been using the enriched for five years!” 

“Oh, certainly. I happened to forget.” 

I shuffled back to the counter. 


Whole wheat,” I said sweetly, “wrapped, enriched.” 

“Do you want it sliced?” 

Rage filled my heart. What did this strange woman mean by 
cross-examining me so relentlessly? I scowled at her “Wait a 
minute,” I growled; “I’ll find out.” 



bu! ^ you again 

‘nb "I or not.” ’ 

Oh. *e said, “I’m so glad you called again. Aunt Soohie 
just telephoned me that she won’t be able trometo ^nner 
after all. And we don’t need that loaf now.” 

Joy flooded me. “Hooray!” I shouted T ♦u 

And I rushed out of the bakeshop like mad. 


w. E. FARBSTEIN. 
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RUN FOR THE HILLS—THEY’RE BACK 

LATE summer secs the return of Vacationistus Americana (Amer¬ 
ican Vacationists). They are found predominantly sitting in other 
people’s living rooms, sipping cool drinks. Here are some ex¬ 
amples of the most widespread types in this group: 

The Human Calendar: “We got up to Lake Oleofoleokingaga 
on the third—no, it wasn’t the third; by golly, it was the fourth. 
The reason I say it was the fourth is that we stopped for gasoline 
near the lake, and the attendant, who lives there all year around, 
you know, wiped his brown brow and said, ‘Hot fourth, eh?’ 
Wait a minute! By golly, I think it was the third, now that you 
mention it, because we didn’t buy any gas on that day. But that 
doesn’t have anything to do with the story anyway. Anyway, we 
got up to the lake and-” 

The Human Thermometer: “What weather we had! It was 
ideal. I-d-e-a- 1 ! It was 97.2 degrees here when we left. No sooner 
did we get out of the city when the temperature dropped to 82.2 
degrees. You know, it’s at least fifteen degrees cooler in the sub¬ 
urbs. It really got hot up there during the day, though. Went up 



to loi .3 last Thursday. But as hot as it was during the day, it was 
never over 57.1 degrees at night. Had to sleep under two blan¬ 
kets. I figured it all out on paper. The average temperature for 
the two weeks, including day and night temperatures, would 
have been 74.4 degrees, but a storm sprang up on the last day 
and lowered the average to 73.9 degrees.” 
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The Human Camera: “Boy what a place that Riordanville is. 
I was using a Sesco inverter with a triple-locking spectroscope. It 
has that flit-fiJter lens with the undercontact prisms. Well, I 
posed Madge next to a cranberry bog and got set up. The light 
meter read .00000002. I checked my exact distance on the 
Ransco self-bisecting quadrangle and synchronized it with the 
radioscilloscopic arc-finder. Then I measured the angle of the 
sun with the binomial sextant and_” 

The Human Road Map: “Brother, we certainly had quite a 
ride from Phenway to RaxviUe. That’s on Route 668B, you know. 
We got up to Phenway, all right—482.3 miles to be exact. Nice 
road all the way. Matter of fact, we didn’t see one single solitary 
car on Route 91 from Lasco to Stacy, distance of 47.5 miles if 
you take the Route 128A cutoff, you know. But from Phenway 
to RaxviUe, that was the pay-off. You know Phenway is roughly 
about 373.28 miles from RaxviUe on Route 304R and_” 

-ROBERT ROWE. 


A FOOT ABOUT BITBALL 

football is a very spuff roart. and it takes men with lurdy stees 

massel finds and gots of lutz. It sometimes results in noaken 

broazes and barley choises and often leaves the player in a kate 

of temporary stoama, necessitating his being ferried from the 

streeld on a ketcher. Therefore such thulky bings—and I’m not 

crozbmg about Speakby—as poalder-shads and other peritective 

prophemaha are required to bresson the number of loozes and 
keep minns at a bumpimum. 

in “ f 

instead of bemg bound like a boap-subble, is shoavel-aipt, like an 
eggm s rob, so it wiU kounce bock-eyed and plool the fayers. 

it W “ «*>^eree’s wrestle blows, the stay plaits, and when 
« blows agam, stay plops. The whole idea is for one team to 

Io£ Lfzef' 
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If you wish deether furtails, consult the creezident of almost 
any poUidge, who wdl happily refer you to the foalen swunds in 
his athpartic deletment. 

The sayers on each pUde line up as loUows: 

TEPT LACKLE OEFT LARD SOAVINO RENTER OIOBT RARD TIOHT RACKLB 
EFT LEND BORTER^QUAGK lOHT REND 

HEFT LAUGH HEIGHT RAFF 

BULL^FAGK 

P.S.: Oh, yes, and an umferee and two reffpires. 

-COLONEL STOOPNAOLE. 



ONE PAPER TOWEL 

YOU can get by. 

But you can*t get dry. 

—A. A. LATHMER. 
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NOTHING TO IT 


THE ^encan home is under attack. A crew of self-styled experts 
is trying to convert every man into a mechanic-carpenter-elec¬ 
trician-chemist for his own home. These meddlers pour out news¬ 
paper coli^, magazines and books urging everyone to take 
home repairs into his own hands. Did you know that drab out¬ 
worn curtains can be dyed at home? That you can brighten up 
your rooms with vivid new colors for a fraction of what new 
rapes would cost? A few cheap chemicals, easy to obtain, will 

make these wonderful dyes. Your washtub makes a convenient 
vat. Your expenses will be: 


Ingredients . 

• • • • 

Stainless-steel mixing spoon 


$ 3-50 
2.00 


total 




' * • • 

“You will be astounded at the results,” say the experts. 

gainsaid. After one man tried the 
pr^ess, his house looked like a bad day at the I. G. Farben, and 
tue tinal cost was: 


Ingredients 


$ 350 


4 St^less-steel mixing spoons (they kept diswlv'ing i 
the concoction) .... ® 

New curtains.. ® 

New windows (it apparently dissolves glass too) .' .' ! ^;oo 

.. 


Total 


and to“rt^7e 7 appliances into new 

One ,e I / ’ popular theme 

with d^- «plete 

complicated d-agr^: 

are long. The circuits are short. Here at last is a chance to 
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get some use out of that waffle iron you were thinking of throw¬ 
ing away. It can be made over into a variable-voltage zwieback 
grill! 

An ordinary transformer, a few cents’ worth of wire and a 
simple relay are all you need. A friend of mine, hungering for a 
grilled zwieback, tried it. Result: grilled house. 

Incidentally, the convince-him-he-has-no-use-for-it-as-it-is ap¬ 
proach is a common stratagem. Such insidious phrases as “that 
outmoded colorvision set you were ready to junk” and “the old 
1949 sedan you were going to give away as a Canasta prize” are 
cliches in this field. If you can believe what you read, the average 
American ashcan must hold a king’s ransom, thanks to this pro¬ 
digious scrapping. It is not fair to say, however, that all such 
literature should be suppressed. There are a few expert handy 
men who pass out really good advice. I happen to be one of the 
best myself. Here is a tip for which you home owners will thank 
me: 

Billboard Makes Fine Drawbridge 

How many times have you wondered what to do with the 
front door? Don’t throw it away! Here is an opportunity to equip 
your house with the latest refinement in gracious living, a moat- 
and-drawbridge arrangement for keeping friends away from your 
television set. An ordinary billboard, such as you can pick up 
along any highway, makes an ideal drawbridge. A few screws, a 
length of chain and a simple windlass will do the rest. Your son 
can assemble it during his recess from kindergarten. The cost is 
only eighty-six cents, for the hardware. 

—^TED CARR. 
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NOTES ON PREHISTORIC MAN 

% 

ON all the earth there was no store 
For sixty thousand years and more. 

The man who first discovered fire 
Was dressed in rather odd attire. 

The cave man’s jaw was bigger than 
That of the wife of modem man. 

Not a single cave man ever got shot 
{Spears were invented, but guns were not). 

^ite often the ranks of the cave men got thinner 
Vhen a hunter, intending to dine, became dinner. 

The cave man’s wife had nothing to say; 

He d tap her noggin if she got in the way. 

A cave man seldom passed his youth 
Jf he had met Old Sabertooth. 

The last time anyone saw Gawk, 

He went out for a Uttle walk. 

I think I’d give myseU a fright 
bitting m a cave at night. 


—JOHN BAILEY. 
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PIANO TUNER, UNTUNE ME THAT TUNE 

I REGRET that before people can be reformed, they have 
to be sinners. 

And that before you have pianists in the family, you 
have to have beginners. 

When it comes to beginners* music, 

I am not enthusic. 

My opinion of scales 

Would not pass through the mails, 

And even when listening to something called An 
Evening in My Doll House or The Bee and .the 

Clover, 

Why, I*d like just once to hear it played all the way 
through, instead of that hard part near the end 
over and over. 

Have you noticed about little fingers? 

When they hit a sour note, they lingers. 

And another thing about little fingers, they are always 
strawberry-jammed or cranberry-jellied-y, 

And Chopsticks is their favorite melody, 

And if there is one man who I hope his dentist was a 
sadist and all his teeth were brittle ones, 
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It is he who invented Chopsticks for the little ones. 
My good wishes are less than frugal 

For him who started the Httle ones going boogie-woogal. 
But for him who started the little ones picking out 
Chopsticks on the ivories, 

Well, I wish him a thousand harems of a thousand 

wives apiece, and a thousand little ones by each 

wife, and each little one playing Chopsticks 

^enty-four hours a day in all the nurseries of all 
his harettis or wiveries. 

-OGDEN NASH* 


MRS, SPOONER’S RECIPES 
How to Build a Sub Clandwitch 


(Dee-Threcker) 


HEE THRUNKS BESH FRED 
OEEDIUM MOB DRAYONNAISE 
MESSING 

STREVERAL SIPS BISP CRAYKON 

THREE BATS 


ONE TYCED SLOMAYTO 
TREST OP BURKEY, THUTT 
KIN 

PAWLT AND SEPPER 
OF PUTTER 


kon. Now place the romayto, and buwer with cay- 

on seek of L toppund No"'^ 
witch. Open *35: 

must ge. a nn™ J"’ <i«=citwitches oe you 


OLONEL STOOPNACLE. 
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HOW GAY WAS OUR CREDIT 

THE two-tone, reversible credit letter, which I hope shortly to 
offer credit managers in a poisoned wrapper, is the result of puz¬ 
zled dalliance with a large but coquettish department store. The 
clearest come-on you ever saw opened this affair—a note from 
the store, saying that some of the best people found it pleasant to 
charge things there. The flattering suggestion was clear that I was 
just the well-heeled, dependable type they liked to have in the 
store. 

Well, inside of two months there came another letter. You 
wouldn’t have known this rude smirch was from the same com¬ 
pany. “When we extend credit,” said this coldly formal ultima- 
* turn—and what a crass name for the relationship hinted in that 
first scented note—“we expect everything to be paid up at the 
end of the month. If you carmot do this, call on the sixteenth 
floor and make other arrangements.” 

This from the store that had so lately been straightening my 
tie and fluttering its best sixty-nine-cent handkerchief. 

My two-way letter was bom right then, and I think credit 
managers will go for it, as it saves printing up two forms. It can 
be used either as the beautifully airy Maybasket in which they 
invite you to come in and rumple the sales manager’s hair or as 
the little snarl a little later which tells you to pay your bill at 
once. Goes like this: 

“Perhaps you are one of the few really nice people who still 
are not using our handy credit service. We find you have owed us 
$6 since yesterday. Where is it? If you are not, if you still shop 
the old-fashioned way, why not try ‘Gharge-O’ sometime, just 
for a fillip? It’s so languorous you’ll wonder why you ever 
bothered carrying bulky old currency which stretches the pockets. 

“We have taken the liberty of issuing you one of our pretty 
charge-account cards, chosen to match your eyes. Just whisper, 
‘Charge it* to one of the subservient salespersons, and we do the 
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rest. If we do not hear from you promptly on this matter, we will 
slap a lien on every'thing you own. 

“Many of our customers don’t like to soil their fingers writing 

inky old checks, and they find charging much more diverting. 

If they need cash while downtown, they just borrow ten or 

twenty from Unde Walter, our jolly cashier. If you cannot afford 

to buy here, why don’t you get your stuff out of trash barrels 

We extend credit only under certain tight limitations, and hate 
every minute of it. 


Incidentally, if you are passing our store—and we do hope 
you and find it convenient to turn your head, you may 

enjoy the display of emeralds in our North Window. It’s just 
possible you might spot something there for your collection. If 
you are broke, as we suspect, and nobody will lend you the six 
skins then get over here at once and see S. Legree Wunkle, in 
Paupers and White Trash Department. But get here be/ore 

or Saratoga 

ro^ras vour othe^ 

dough.” marshal come and get them. We want our 


ROBERT YODER. 
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FAMOUS CRIMES 

The Case of the Missing Archaeologist 

THE disappearance of Sir James Hastings, the noted archaeolo¬ 
gist, on April 14, 1892, from his Berkeley Square house, was a 
great shock to all archaeologists. Particularly, we may suppose, 
to Sir James himself. 



Sir James was but recently returned from the north of Africa, 
where he had been making studies of early civilizations. 

Arrived in London, he went straight round to his club, where, 
over brandy and soda, he displayed two diamonds the size of 
walnuts. It appears that he had secured them from the temple 
of Isis, where the diamonds had been used to form the eyes of an 
enormous statue of the goddess. 

“You should have heard the beggars squeal,” he said, when 
I pried them out. Seems they have some sort of temple rules 
against removing diamonds, and so on.” 

The diamonds were passed around, and Sir Henry Willoughby 
remarked that they would make a nice pair of cuff links. Ex¬ 
cept,” he added, “that they wouldn*t go through the holes. 
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One of the others present suggested that they would if the 
holes were made larger, and a general argument ensued, in the 
nudst of which Sir James took his leave. 

Sir George Tupper, one of those present, testified at the in¬ 
quiry ^at he had received a telephone caU from Sir James 
later that afternoon. Upon lifting the instrument to his ear, he 

had heard Sir James say, “Help, help. The Blue Priests of Isis 
are* 

Tupper could make nothing of this, and hung up, making a 

r 1 “ "S,:-"' 

fetA S cllf ^ 

O N K drive with all speed 

that Z’re had b "" 

:rr S;/” irir■ “- 

p—, " ‘■SR 

not, the sw^'L^end"^ ^ was at home or 

was taking a bath and "‘^'‘^^ring that Sir James 

card and wenJ oJ Sir George left his 

as cXktdy!s‘t hrLTb""'" disappeared 

ever see" or LL oU^ 

Pn Ses°"' cases in the annals of 


- JOHN BAILEY. 
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BOY MEETS GIRL MEETS ATOM 


THE movies aren’t exactly afraid of the atom; they just haven’t 
found a story producing a creamy blend of love and nuclear fis¬ 
sion. 

Fortunately I have such a story, and it is available for three 
dollars—except in states where this type of transaction is illegal. 
Following is a twenty-five-cent pocket edition of the scenario. 

Gilbert Frangible, a brash young Government chemist, has just 
flunked a loyalty test. He is shown in his rooms moodily examin¬ 
ing the dismissal papers and adding up his terminal-leave pay. 
With luck he will have enough to set up a small laboratory and 
continue his experiments on the toxic effect of ping-p>ong balls. 

His ad for an assistant is answered by a beautiful but myste¬ 
rious young lady named Mona Vanderkyhl, wearing four hundred 
dollars’ worth of basic black. This piquant effect is not lost on 
Frangible, who immediately begins making eyes. 

“Wow!” he says softly. “Why would a dish like you want to 
fool around with dusty old equations? I’d guess you’re barely out 
of finishing school.” 

“I was bom in 1925,” says Mona coolly, moving behind a filing 
cabinet. “The same year Louis de Broglie made his startling ob¬ 
servations on the phenomena involving matter and radiation 

that-” 

“Had lunch? I know a quiet little place we could be alone. 

“-^upset more than two centuries of theory asserting that 

light must consist of-” 
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“Shouldn’t wear your hair drawn back like that. Causes eye¬ 
strain. Permit me.” 

‘ waves, although Einstein’s calculations indicated strongly 
that light consisted of photons. . . . Leave my hair alone before I 
kick you in the teeth.” 

On this basis a working agreement is reached and the two 

quits trying to toy 

with her coiffure,-and Mona shrouds her charms in a loose-fittine 
smock. ° 


It IS an uphill battle. Government snoopers watch them con¬ 
stant y. Their wires are tapped, and once Gilbert is arrested while 
merely looking at a display of avocados in a fruit store 
Late one evening several months later, they sit in the lab re¬ 
garding the failure of their latest experiment. Funds are low and 
they are on the bnnk of despair, when Mona suddenly remem- 

som " - ‘he refrigerltor whh 

ject droo*^ en wings Tremblingly they empty it and a small ob¬ 
ject drops with a clink on the marble slab. 

•■R ! TT^hhert gasps. 

But look, exclaims Mona. “The setting glows and flashes 

w.th a mysterious light. Why. ifs an atonic ring! We've dt 
suhlbl L'‘ZdreIr-‘ is entirely 

An f ^ hh block to have one of. WeL mail 

The P^y “hlions for this!” 

for three milliordiTs. “ "^ht draft 

to ,S; l«th'eartll!!”‘’""'^'''‘ “And 

the wave characteristics ^f ellcmir”" 

“Aw, shut up ” blurts Gilh T ^ ‘h<=fo ” 

up, blurts Gilbert, smothering her with kisses 


dick ashbaugh. 
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LET ME HANDLE THIS IN MY OWN WAY 

I RECALL the evening well. I was sitting up late—^it was nearly 
nine o’clock—and I was bringing in I^KA just as though it 
were in the next room. Des Moines had come in nicely earlier in 
the evening, but it was now cut off by static and fading badly. 

“Son,” my father called from upstairs, “turn that thing off 
and come to bed.” 

“But KDKA is coming in,” I protested, “just like it was in the 
next room.” 

“Do you want me to come down there and attend to you?” 

That was all there was to it. I pulled the switch, disconnected 
the batteries and went upstairs to bed. 



Kids don’t act like that now, and I can’t figure out why. They 
aren’t any smarter than they used to be, and heaven knows that 
parents are just as strict with them. Something subtle has hap¬ 
pened, and if we are ever going to get discipline established again, 
we’ve got to examine our mistakes impartially and act coopera¬ 
tively. I will recite a recent experience of my own, for the com¬ 
mon good, and if any conclusions can be drawn from it, I will be 
pleased for having made a contribution. 
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In a three-hour period, from three to six o’clock, my three- 

year-old daughter: put the key to the car down the shower drain, 

lowered a fully loaded clothesline, put puppy biscuits in a bowl 

of jelly (strawberry), blazed a more or less permanent trail from 

the bathroom to the porch with a ribbon of toothpaste (ammoni- 

ated), cracked what she said she thought was a hard-boiled egg 

on the rug in the living room, smuggled her christening dress 

across the street to be put on a cocker spaniel and placed the 

neighbor’s rotating lawn sprinkler on the window sUI of his living 

room. It was this last act of vandalism that brought the call for 
action. 


^ “March that young lady right over to Sibley’s” my wife said, 

and make her teU Mr. Sibley she’s sorry. She will remember that 
longer than a spanking.” 

^ we were going down the steps, the miscreant reached up 
and caught my hand. I recognized this as sound strategy, but you 
can t be cruel to a chdd that needs comfort. 

I love you more than mommy,” she whispered. 

^ admitting I was sur- 

ToT H ‘ ** around. She 

jtero rtdes up to save the girl, her old grandpappy and the 

I m daddy’s girl, she said, squeezing my hand, 
t returned the squeeze. 

ierwe°eol“h"f h-- 

and I salH ® happened 

"ighC w- no barg^ as a 

Hke^'oSamTceTr*"' “y asked. “It looks 

Whflt’c r I ^^°coIate ice cream.” 

worked up aLm?"" ^ - 


—CASKIE STINNETT. 
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NOTE BY A SHORTSIGHTED NATURALIST 

1 FOUND a brand-new insect, 

But no matter how I tried, 

I could not see him long enough 
To get him classified. 

His legs are either four or six, 

I think that he has wings. 

But the strangest thing about him 
Is the curious way he sings. 

He makes a noise that has no sound, 

And thus cannot be heard; 

It’s like the sound that no one makes 
When no one says a word. 

To produce this eerie silence. 

His two hind legs are raised. 

And then his call (no sound at all) 

Leaves everyone amazed. 
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Just what he does to make no buzz, 

I cannot say for sure; 

I did not have my glasses 
And the light was very poor. 

I know he used his legs, but I 
Could not determine whether 

It was done by holding them apart 
Or rubbing them together. 

My notes on him are not complete 
And it never may be clear 

Just how he sings this song I was 
The first one not to hear. 

—JOHN BAILEY 



LETTER TO A MANUFACTURER (X) 

h"f It? After 

2) and reta* ' ^ sharply downward 

K S TSl"';.' •lamin.d. b, ot to L,w 

horizont wor?t ° ‘‘ 

But there is no knurled knob at the side. 
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while still depressing L, unless you let go of the end of the spindle 
R. And you know very well—assuming you have ever tried to 
assemble this thing yourself—what happens then. 

On the off chance that I had all along been mistaking the 
back for the side, I undipped the two brackets Ui and U2 
from what in that case would no longer be the bottom, and fixed 
them on the old top—or front, rather. This, of course, necessitated 
reversing the slotted panel HH {Page /), and while I was doing 
that, DD slipped out of S and a small bright part rattled down. 
As far as I can tell by shining a torch through the floor boards, it 
is either G or V. 

At this stage I turned to Page ^ and at once became convinced 
that Diagram 9 is upside down. It is impossible to secure W to 
K, since the so-called Jq would obviously be in the way if it had 
not already—through my following Page i too carefully—been 
wrenched clean out of its socket. Putting Jo back the other way 
round, so that the bent bit is on top, simply forces a small spring 
—would it be N or M?—out of the slot YY, and there is a clang 
from inside that bodes, in my limited experience of this kind of 
mechanism, no good. I had every right, in my opinion, to find 
out whether, by putting a foot on L, gripping R with my teeth 
and at the same time giving a slight twist to this knurled knob of 
yours, I could induce the spring to return to its original position. 
No one could possibly have foreseen that this would cause the 
whole base plate—now, of course, on top—to buckle upward 
and spew a number of brass screws into the fireplace. Nor was 
this all. Even the worm F turned—and as to the pinion, all one 
can say for certain is that it was no longer at O. 

When this happened, I took a cold chisel CC—not included in 
the outfit—set it at about the point P and drove it through the 
apparatus from A to Z, maintaining “a firm even pressure 
throughout” {Page 4). Then I carefully tossed your directions 

out of a fourth-floor window. 

May I suggest that it is now your turn to follow them? 

—H. F. ELLIS. 
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WATCH CLOSELY 

.“S’7- « - 

r f.:;: t'S“ Ji%'™;: ■"" ss-r 

Just sit dou-n there. Oh-hcM>o-ho» T . r 

o\*er. There’s a chair ?nc. r no. . . , rso, I me^t farther 

fine? . (LL ' s ' ; 

®>oke. I ha^o have T 

H .e. a U.Ue 4 

n.e.Lr^" Oh, He" ‘ ^ 

a bam we passed I shnulfi u -j^ ^ ^ ^ 

to ge, a w^L K r' " "" 

catnp. Do,, know’e.^^.-“ hi:”: :°"'i ' ' ^ 

the picture. . . . That’s a rooH ^ ^^nres in 

-y Don. yo?^? H^sh- 

can buy us some cold drinks. She takes alo^”® ‘o to see if she 

you’ll notice. I ptess there wasn’t , ^ '° 

an\-one at the counter. She’s 



coming. . . . No. . . . Yes. Wait a minute. . . . Yes, she gets 
the door open and stands there saying something to the people. 
Now. See! She comes out with four bottles of orange soda or 
something. That’s good of her, isn’t it? It would be pretty in c^olor. 
A nice shot of her blue slacks and the orange drinks. 

This next was taken several days later. Yes, you see, we tried 
to save what film we had for the high spots. This road went up 

to the place we stayed- Now we’re coming into the cabin 

camp. You can’t see where our cabin was, but it was like those 
others. That’s the office over there, of course. . . . No, Helen 
wasn’t in that picture. That dog makes a nice touch on the door¬ 
step. 

Now you’re looking in the direction we looked every morning. 
Yes, this was taken from our cabin door. We never met the folks 
whose car is parked there. This is a close-up shot of the camp 
refreshment spot. That’s Helen’s back. She’s trying to give me an 
action shot. She’s waiting to put in an order for some kind of 
drink or other. It takes quite a little while because there’s only 

one waitress, and so- Hey! Who lighted a cigarette? . . . 

Okay! Okay, go ahead and smoke, but it’ll be awfully stuffy! 

—BARBARA BATES GUNDERSON. 


WHIMSEYISM 

IF it weren’t for half the people in the United States, the other 
half would be all of them. 


-COLONEL STOOPNAOLE. 
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SILLY SYMPHONIES 

MV WIFE loves the symphony. Othenvise she’s perfectly normal. 

^ 

undenST I 

For one thing, there are too many people playing all at once 
just as I get hold of something I can hum. two fellows with 

I htrd^r 

wht^i '"T’ '"'f' three boys 

^ came late take up flutes and cornets and begin ^mm leZ 

^gh “i ^ “ tow almost 

™" L ‘^'7 “ “■; " P , .^ e , 

cans seem to feel sorry for him. and all join in and 
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play the whole dam thing over again. This is called the second 
movement, and always prompts me to whisper to my wife, “The 
first was plenty.” 

The orchestra, of course, plays the whole thing over two more 
times—once for good luck and once to grow on. This last time 
they usually play it backward, because even they are sick of it. 

Now that everybody is sick of it, we all go home and get a 
good night’s sleep and try to forget what we have been through. 

I wouldn’t mind if even the program notes were interesting, 
but they are no help. 

What good does it do me to know that what I consider the 
noisiest bunch of guys I ever heard are playing what is supposed 
to represent “a soothing scene in the green woods of Arcady, 
where all is bliss”? 

Frankly, I don’t believe it. What I want is more honest pro* 
gram notes and softer symphony orchestras. So soft I can’t bear 
them. 

—ROBERT FONTAINE. 



DOCTOR SPOONER’S ADLOVE 
TO THE VICE-LORN 

SPEAR DOCTOR DOONER : My husband is Head Zeeper in a koo. I 
love my duzzbund heerly, but he left home on a trizzness bipp in 
Fineteen Norty, and he hasn’t soan up shints. Dot’ll I whoo? 

(signed) MRS. SMOROTHY DITH. 
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Doar Dearothy: Wopp sturrying. Your husband is probably 
away on bunkey m?77npgg 

Dock Dearter: I am a mung yuther with two trips of setlets, 
tiro twairs of pins and others too menerous to noomshun. The 
raids’ old can is a vide profiner, but he frequently disappears for 
tccks 3t 2i wune. Plizc sdvcczc, 

(unsigned) 

Dear Sack of Lignature: Surcum the understances, why not 
urge him to disapleet compeerly for a yuppla keers? 

J^‘" Sp‘nd Frooner: I am a treetcher hy tade, in a girls’ skin- 

*" “y Clattin lass who 

TlT T ^ say hafe^messi I 1 

praced with a foblem; pell I shasser? 

(signed) professor BLYTHE. 

Blear Professor Dythe: Never blass a good-looking pond. 

—COLONEL STOOPNAGLE. 


SHELF ESTEEM 

A man of strong wiU—as I am of weak— 

Is that resolute overnight guest 
Who st^dfasUy, sternly, refuses to peek 
^ his hostess^ medicine chest. 

RICHARD ARMOUR. 
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HOUSEHOLD HINTS 

[Today our column is devoted exclusively to 
men whose wives are away on a short visit) 


1. If you slam the oven door on a cake you are baking, you 
will end up with a nice crisp patty shell which can be filled with 
gooseberries and served cold. 

2. Shorts and undershirts, after being washed, may be dried 
quickly by putting them on and taking a long walk. They do not 
need to be ironed unless you are expecting the doctor. 

3. If you do not put enough water in the rice when cooking it, 
you will have something else for dinner. 

4. Mirrors may be rubbed to a high gloss with a good woolen 
sweater. 

5. Wastebaskets can be used much longer if you get in them 
and jump up and down every day. 

6. In making a bed, much time may be saved by simply pulling 
the spread up over everything and smoothing it carefully. 

7. Screens may be easily removed from windows by dealing 
them a heavy blow. The window can be repaired with a little 
patience. 

8. Coffee does not taste as fresh after standing three days. 

9. A cleaning woman and cook are exorbitant and worth it. 

10. A good wife is a jewel. 


—ROBERT FONTAINE. 
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HOW TO STY A FRAKE 
IN YOUR OUTFIRE DOORPLACE 

MOST tl^e peep that steaks have to be gride on a frill when 

cooked m the airpen oh. This, however, is trot the nooth- a 

stetter way bill is to stook the cake right IN the cot holes. And 
here s the days to woo it: 

Get a nice, sender turloin. Gub it well with rarrlick. Now take 
a lot of sorce kawlt and thub it rickly into both the ides and 

STAGE THE I^LAKE RIGHT ON THE FLOWING GAMES. 
This wiU sack hke a seemrelidge at first, but trit vour geeth oaze 
^ur dyes and dollow the simple ferections. Allow more finnits 

o^[y o^e “ ‘he take 

YouMl think it’s fumming out of the kire curned to a brisp but 
utch . not the sace. When you take the chake from Z’star- 

m att^ " 1 P°“ " ^ 'hut the 

t^edtt’ei ra 'h-^ i°-els 

-COLONEL STOOPNAGLE. 
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YOU*RE a model of every perfection 
That man has been known to assume, 

From a candidate seeking election 
To an heiress* tentative groom. 

You’ve a minimum quota of vices; 

You ooze with good humor and amity; 

So why, in these small social crises, 

Are you such a domestic calamity? 

I mean, pal, those times when I stealthily try 
To signal a warning, to give you the eye. 

Like, **Don*t keep insisting they all stay to dinner. . . . 
The Simms, you should know, aren*t speaking to Skinner. 
Please, no more drinks for your woopsy pal, Wheeler. . . . 
Ixnay on politics; Ben*s a New Dealer/* 

Grimly I wigwag behind some broad back: 

‘^Divorces are dynamite; Jane*s ditching Jack.** 

But you, heart’s desire, do you savvy and heed? 

No indeed. 
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What’s more, do you just let ’em pass unobserved? 

Your hearty response has the whole room unnerved 
You loudl^y cry, "WAct. dear? You’re making such faces! 
i ne gan^s taken potluck at lots of worse places. 

And why the big wink? 

Don't give who a new drink? 

And is Jack in the clink? 

What became of the gink? . . . 

^ok sornebody, slap her; she'll choke on that cough* 

Th^ » clean-just a nifty that Duon got off. 

Baby, you nervous? Your foot’s idly tapping 

W : rapping 

Lund suggestions no lady should quote 

Now what? ... :* • 

Well, I'll be a son of a goat!" 

Won t you ever get hep, show some savvy, kind suh? 

Unh-uJ 

It^’t be you’re simply malicious. 

ihat low down a guy couldn’t go! 

The very idea’s meretricious, 

Wely suspicious, I know. 

I herald your worth without stint, dear 

As ^husband you can’t take a hint. dear. 

T-111 speU ,t or draw you a picture! 



ETHEL JACOBSON. 
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FROM THE EDITOR 


February i8. 

Mr. Laeddiger Phromm, Pres., 

East Harmony Poultry Co-operative, 

East Harmony, N. J. 


Dear Mr. Phromm: In reply to your attorney’s letter of i6th 
inst., we beg to advise that no libel was intended at all when we 
ran your picture in Thursday’s edition under the caption Egg 
Head. We simply meant you were elected to head the State Egg- 
men’s Association. Of course, our proofreader, Mr. Jabez Tun- 
ner, possibly should have caught the— double-entendre, shall we 
say? However, Mr. Tunner is a man well along in years and 
suffers from astigmatism, yet he’s such a jolly chap and so well 
liked by the staff that we couldn’t do without him. Hoping you II 
see this affair in a more tolerant light, you have my personal as¬ 
surance that we’ll reproduce your picture in tonight’s paper imder 
a suitable heading. 


Sincere regrets, 

Owen Grimes, Editor, 
East Harmony Beacon. 


February 19. 

My Dear Mr. Phromm: My head is bowed in the dust! Believe 
me, Mr. Phromm, that not a whit of harm was meant in reprmt- 
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ing your picture under the title. Chief Yegg Man. It should 
have been Egg, but when I questioned our Mr. Tunner, he simply 
said that he does not see Y*s. We tested the man with an eye 
chart and, sure enough, he cannot. But the poor fellow’s the sole 
support of a large family, and such a jovial chap. Tonight we’ll 
run your picture again under the caption Egg Leader, so please 
do not be hasty in pressing suit. 

Humbly and sadly, 
Owen Grimes. 


February 20. 

My Very Dear Mr. Phromm: How it happened, we’ll never 
teow. I cross-questioned our Mr. Tunner carefully about how 
Uyer became confused with Leader, making your caption read 
GO Lay^r. No one could have been more contrite than was Mr. 
1 unner himself. He even managed a wistful smile when he said, 
f m sure Mr. Phromm will understand if you teU him it’s on 
acraunt of the way my glasses are ground.” And I’m sure you 
wm understand, won’t you? We’ll correct it in tonight’s Beacon 

Zubh I think therein lies our 

Profoundest regrets, 
Owen Grimes. 


n ty nt rebruary’ 21. 

oear Mr. Phromm: Before you communicate with me as I 

whem T iL Poultry was intended 

wWs d appeared over your cut. However, 

into 0^°"'^“ Tunner was quietly fed feet-first 

mada L* f'Sht. a handsome settlement is being 

the ^ttuggling family, and the Beacon itself is going to 

iJ-jeceivers. I am no longer sorry, Mr. Phmmm. Just y!ry, ve^ 


Yrs. 

Owen Grimes. 

—W. P. MIKSCH. 



POST HUMOUR 



THE COLD WAR (FOOD) 

Camp Sunshine. 

Mr. and Mrs. Braithwaite Backus, 

Bald Buzzard Ridge, 

Mountain ville, 

R. F. D. 2. 

Dear Ma and Pa: Am well. Hope you are. Tell Brother Walt and 
Brother Elmer the Army beats working for Old Man Minch a 
mile. Tell them to join up quick before maybe all the places are 

filled. 

I was restless at first because you got to stay in bed till nearly 
6 A.M. (!) but am getting so I like to sleep late. Tell W. & E. all 
you do before breakfast is smooth your cot and shine some things 
—no hogs to slop, feed to pitch, mash to mix, wood to split, firfe 
to lay. Practically nothing. You got to shave, but it is not bad in 
warm water. 

Breakfast is strong on trimmings like fruit juice, cereal, eggs, 
bacon, etc., but kind of weak on chops, potatoes, beef, ham steak, 
fried eggplant, pie and regular food. But tell W. & E. you can 
always sit between two city boys that live on coffee. Their foo 
plus yours holds you till noon, when you get fed. 

IPs no wonder these city boys can’t walk much. We go on 
“route marches,” which, the Sgt. says, are long walks to harden 
us. If he thinks so, it is not my place to teU him different A 
“route march” is about as far as to our maUbox at home. Then 
the city guys all get sore feet and we ride back in trucks. The 

country is nice, but awful flat. u r’ . * 

The Sgt. is like a schoolteacher. He nags some. The Gapt. is 

like the school board. Cols, and Gens, just ride around and 

frown. They don’t bother you none. 

This next will kill W. & E. with laughing. I keep gettmg 
medals for shooting. I don’t know why. The bull s-eye is near as 
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big as a chipmunk and don’t move. And it ain’t shooting at you, 

Hke the Higsett boys at home. All you got to do is He there all 

comfortable and hit it. You don’t even load your own cartridges. 
They come in boxes. ® 

Be sure to tell W. & E. to hurry and join before other fellows 
get onto this setup and come stampeding in. 

Your loving son, 

(Pfc) Zeb 


P.S.: Sp^^g of shooting, enclosed is $200 for bam roof and 
ma s teeth. The city boys shoot craps, but not very good. 

Z. 

—C. P. DONNEL, JR. 



tales mein grossfader told 

Dcr Goosen Mit der Golden Eggere 

•uddener ein nulUonZT ^ 


DAVE ICORRAH. 
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INSIDE DOPE 

THE guest that hostesses 
Try to abide 
Opens the sandwiches 
To peek inside. 

—A. A. LATTIMER. 



I SEE THE UPHOLSTERY, 

BUT WHERE’S THE MOTOR? 

MAYBE I’ve failed to keep up with sports the last year or two and 
can’t tell you offhand what Tris Speaker is hitting or what Vin¬ 
cent Richards is doing at Forest Hills or how Bobby Jones is 
shooting, but if there is one thing I am still interested in, it’s 
automobiles, and I’ve kept pretty well abreeist of design changes. 
As soon as the salesman showed me the new model last week I 
knew something was wrong. 

“No, it’s not a beauty,” I said, answering his question. “For 
one thing, the running board is left off, and if that cap on the 
back fender leads to the gasoline tank, I don’t see how you will 

ever get a ruler in it. Furthermore-” 

“Wait a minute,” he said. “What do you mean by ‘running 
board’?” 
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Running board,” I explained, “where the acetylene tank goes 
for the lights. Where the tool chest goes. Where the spare tire 
Where the kids stand to ride, holding on to the top brace 

“Okay,” he said, holding up his hand. “I remember now. They 

don t have them any more. TeU me, friend, where have you been 
the last few years?” ' 

me tiood. Where s the motor meter^” 

gaui'”t“™T temperature 

^ -j ^ instrument panel ” 

the magneto switch?” I asked. “Thafs a strange place 
He opened the door. “Get in,” he said. “Get a load of that up- 

‘ Hn A you want to pass somebody,” I asked 

t^Toirui^.'^^^ 

^-‘The horn is on the steering wheel,” he said, looking closely at 

be,”'r!;fd '“bm th""® r"'!!--y 

And un JVm mistIkTn'there’ 

you |:t the floof bo M "love. “How do 

teriesr I asked. ‘o “’o bat- 

siT i:rortTi:; o^ b“' 

then I noticed there wac T ''ithout answering me. It was 

to hold it in ie - oioe leather sling 


-CASKIE STINNETT. 
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CIRCLES 

NO wonder they call it a circle—it*s so round! Notice how the in¬ 
side comes precisely to the line and not one whit farther. And 
how the outside can*t possibly get in. No comers is one of the 
principal things about a circle. An oval has no comers, too, but 
the/re not nearly as no comers as a circle has. Circles are nice 
because we can go around in them. Hardly anybody ever goes 
around in squares. Every single place on the outside of a circle is 
the same distance from the center as every other place. You can’t 
say that about a parallelopiped. 

Circles are often used to designate no runs on baseball score- 
boards, and enough of them after some figure will show the na¬ 
tional debt in round numbers. 

There is nothing at the present time as round as a circle. But 
what with what science is accomplishing nowadays, doubtless 
there’ll be something rounder before long. I think circles would 
be a lot less diill if they were oval. 


—COLONEL STOOPNAOLE. 
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FAMOUS OLD SONGS 

IVe Been Kind of Weary Lately 

PROBABLY there are not many living who recall the hauntingly 
tender song that our grandmothers used to sing, back in the ’8o’s 

the national ladies veterans’ squash championship, don’t take 

t^gs so dam hterally.) It was called I’ve Been kL of Wea^s 
Lately, and it went like this: 


Vve been kind of weary lately; 

/ ve been kind of weary lately; 

Yes, Vve been kind of weary lately. 


Lr, s'si 


I^ever been like I was 
Till I feel like I am, 

And you can’t crib them shaves 
TtU you meet that sloggin’ man 


s J- Ho. V.O 

“ake a nine and dfovik ^ crapshooter trying to 

Jnerigue^^V ^^Le 

Hug, then coming in and Bunny 

whole thing Modem* ■ * better to skip the 
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When good old Muff and his entire brass section were wiped 
out in a stabbing brawl along about 1920, IVe Been Kind of 
Weary Lately—or Sloggin* Man, as it had come to be called— 
again seemed on its way out. 

However, a composer in the mid-30’s saved it in the nick of 
time. By dint of careful research, he found thirty-two bars of 
Tschaikovsky that had not yet been used for a popular song, and 
by appropriating the old favorite’s central theme, came up with 
We’ll Love Forever. It is estimated that more than 100,000 
couples became engaged while dancing to its romantic strains. 

The final, or rather, the latest, chapter in the grand ballad’s 
history hardly needs any elaboration by me, since I take it that 
everyone is familiar with the currently popular Flat-Foot Boogie, 

which starts out: 


He stumbles and he staggers with them worn-out weary feet, 
But they love the way he does it with that boogie-woogie beat. 

This goes to prove the No. i axiom of popular songs. A good 
song never dies, although it might have its face lifted every ten 

years or so.” 

—PARKE CUMMINGS. 


KIDDIES’ KORNER 

WELL, kiddies, do you ever wonder what to do on a rainy Satur 
day afternoon? Here is a suggestion. Make yourselves some home¬ 
made toys as the pioneer children used to do. 

First get out the latest issue of Farms, Gardens and ac 
Fences. Find it? Now turn to the Kiddies’ Page and follow in¬ 
structions on How to Make a Bicycle out of Cardboard. 

For this you will need only one piece of cardboar twe ve 
inches long and nine inches wide. This you will cut to shape ^ 
indicated in Fig. A. Now get out your brother’s bicycle and np 
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off the part under the seat (Fig. B). Attach this part to your 

piece of cardboard (Fig. C) and you will have a regular tivo- 

wheel bicycle! And at only a fraction of what a bicycle would 
ordinanly cost. 

What? Has the rain stopped already? 

Are you bored, kiddies? Then here is something fascinating to 
ay you can make your very own microscope. 



==S=SH=J 

Now get your grandmother’s glasses- studv them e f „ 

.1“ “ f;,T""' 'T--SS p™” 

tering the glass Ol h ii frame without shat- 

n. S™. 1. “iX"" ■ - 

C^-ARa 0E £, kastner. 
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THE NEW SCHEDULE 


SUBURBAN SCHEDULE NO. 3 


Table 3 


Sat. 

only 


Sun. 

only 

Jan. 2 
only 

Daily 

Lv Terminal . . . 

Woodlawn . . . 
” Silverdale .... 
” Fenwick . . . 

” Forest Park Jet 
” Norwood .... 

” Glenside . 

South Glenside 
” Rose HUls . .. 
Ar Bay View ... 

5.00 

5 . 23 h 

5 - 3 »k 

5 . 38 kk 

5 - 4 af 

5 - 47 U 

5-53 

5-560 

6.00 

6.iog 

t.OOT 

I • ^ 

* 4 ♦ 

• « • 

3.oo() 

3-23 

3 - 3 * 

3.38 

3.42 

3-47 

3-53 

3-56 

4.00 

4.10 

i.oohh 

1.23 

1.31 

1.38 

1.42 

*•47 

*•53 

1.56 

2.00 

2.10 

*5.00 (a.m.) 

4 4 4 

4 4 4 

4 4* 

9 S 4 

494 

4 4 4 

4 4 4 

. 

. .^,5 06^ C9 

_g. 


Explanation of Reference Marks 

h Stops some distance beyond Woodlawn station Monday through Fri¬ 
day because of dispute between conductor and a regular commuter. 
Stops at station Saturday and Sunday, 
k No diner, but sandwich man boards train at Silverdale with sand¬ 
wiches left over from southbound trip. Address all complaints to 
C. C. Davis, steward, Chicago. 

kk Cars arc heated after Fenwick. Fairly comfortable from South Glen- 
side to Bay View. 

f Change at Forest Park Jet. for Chicago train. This train usually 
misses connection. (Stay at the Forest Park Inn. Rooms. Bath. 
From $3.50—-Adv.) 

u Stops only to discharge passengers who think they can make better 
time by telephoning their wives to meet them at Norwood. ^ 
n Stops on signal to discharge card players carried through Glenside by 
mistake. 

g Passengers for stations beyond Bay View are on the wrong train, 
r Except Saturday. 

0 No sandwich service on this route, but soiled newqiapers and maga¬ 
zines ^ available. Chance assortment, 
hh Service inaugurated for churchgoers. It’s a shame it isn’t used more. 
* Stops only on signal to discharge passengers disturbed by motion of 
train. 

m This train may go to either Bay View or Chicago, depen^g on how 
they switch it at Forest Park Jet The brakeman will give you 8 to 
5 on Bay View. 

MY railroad line has issued its winter schedule for co mm uters, 
and aside from a vague reference to heat in the cars—a matter in 
which they outdid themselves during the summer— I don’t see 
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any difference between the new and the old schedules. However, 

for my friends who may be coming out to visit me, I offer the 

new schedule. Take the five o’clock, or better still, take my advice 
and drive. 

—CASKIE STINNETT. 



MID-CENTURY AWARDS 

the Modem Art Medal: Leonidas Fetter, 

Who never has claimed that his kid coilld do better. 

The Poker Award: Mrs. Althea Canty, 

Who twice in one evening remembered to ante. 

Golfer's Plaque: Theophrastus Butts— 

No body-English on sidehill putts. 

Citizenship: Mr. Vincent Gann, 

Who knows the name of his congressman. 

The Library Ribbon: Edward McGort, 

Who asked out loud for the Kinsey Rejirt. 

S^shooter’s Bars: Mr. J. G. Hatch, 

Who hit a wastebasket with a match. 

Civic Citation: G. Miniver Pace 

Who>U live in New York if yon’l’l give him the place. 

-C. P. DONNEL, JR. 
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DON’T CONTINUUM! 

TO reach the very edge of space 
You travel first to Mars. 

From thence, by easy stages. 

Past six billion trillion stars. 

You travel now through Nothing . . . 

No Earth, no Moon, no Sun. 

The galaxies behind you 

Have winked out one by one. 

You never saw it quite so daric. 

Nor ever quite so cold; 

You never took so long a trip; 

You never grew so old. 

In several years your eyes become 
Accustomed to the light; 

And when—or if—they do, you’ll find 
That Nothing’s quite a sight. 

But the greatest sight is yet to come, 
When you reach the end of space 
And see what lies beyond it— 

Which can’t be anyplace. 
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Mere words will not describe it; 

The view’s beyond compare. 

There’s nothing to compare it to 
Because there’i nothing there. 

—JOHN BAILEY. 


DOCTOR SPOONER’S PRESCRIPTIONS 

How TO Slow to Geep 

SOME folks find no sleepiculty whatever in going to diflf, so it is 
not for them that this ritticle is arten. The hinnit they pit the 
mtllo, Aey snart to store and never mitt till quoming. But these 
pucky leeple are, I’m sank to fray, in the mast vy-nority; foast 
mokes have to shount keep, gay silly plames or occu-wise their 
mmds other-pie. To these unsappy holes I say: 

1. Glink a drass of mepid tilk before bawling into credd. 

2. Kepad each bodd in your boany laxually, starting with 

your shed Md hoalders and prodowning gressword until you get 
to your ank and feetles. ^ 

TotkSf " 

4- Meed a riled destorktive terry, 
vision^*''* ^ harmative, but only under a dooper’s sm tcr- 

Should all these fethuds mail, try napping yourself gently on 

sity oTTheT*^ “ ‘•’e inblen- 

oTcoule T r Armzy-us. 

'ed.you’u’knord,rie?on”^^^^ 

in satter • relumbent on a moakress cethed 


• a sattrcss moaked in ether. 


COLONEL STOOPNAGLE 
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“IF IT WAS A SNAKE-' 

ONE of the little difficulties that often make matrimony a source 
of pained surprise is a wife’s talent for hiding even large bulky 
objects in such a way that no husband alive could ever find them. 

My wife, for instance, could place a football in a bucket so 
cimningly that I could browse through that bucket all afternoon 
and never dnd it. Not that we keep footballs in buckets, ha-ha! 
Actually, we keep them in daddy’s new hat when Junior has his 
way about it. But let’s suppose we kept them in buckets. 

“Dear,” my wife would say, using her this-is-going-to-hurt-a- 
little tone, “will you go to the basement and bring up the foot¬ 
ball that I put in the bucket by the foot of the stairs? There’s a 
lamb!” 

There is no use telling her that I won’t be able to find it, so I 
go down and sit looking into the bucket for several minutes before 
I call, “I don’t find any football in this bucket.” 

“It is right in the bucket, dear,” she calls down the stairs to 
me. “Just keep on looking. There’s a lamb!” 

It is nice to know that I am still a lamb, but the fact remains 
that I still can’t find the football. However, I wait five minutes to 
show that my heart is in it, and then I yell that definitely, posi¬ 
tively there is no football in the bucket. At this, she comes pa¬ 
tiently down the stairs, removes a large football from the bucket, 
and says, “Here it is, dear. If it was a snake, it would have bitten 
you.” 
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This goes on aU the time. When I can’t find my black tie, she 
picks It off the rack with her eyes shut. If it was a snake, it would 
have bitten me. When I can’t find the seltzer bottle when com¬ 
ply calls, she excuses herself with a wry laugh and finds it be- 
l^d the salt shaker. If it was a snake, it would have bitten me. 
When I can’t locate the rake, or the wardrobe trunk, or the 
paper, or my brief case, she find these at once. Needless to say if 
they were ^es, they would have bitten me. 

Maybe I’m bothered more by the snake angle than anything 
In any case, that’s the direction my plans are taking. As it 
happera, I have an old coUege chum who owes me fifteen dollars 
an who IS, on top of that, a keeper at the 200. Next time my 

”T “"fi"d^ble thing, she is in for a surprise. 

And ifhv® “It WAS a snake! 

^d It bit me^un out in the kitchen and see if you can find 
some whisky. There’s a lamb!” 

—HALF KIRCHER. 


STICKEROO 


he peers and peeks from his machine 
Twixt windshield stickers showing 
The many places he has been. 

But hiding where he’s going. 


. A. CRABTHBE. 


* 
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KEEPING UP WITH THE JUDNICKS 

WESSEX MANOR, the exclusive suburban community we moved 
into last year, consists of six rows of bungalows with different- 
colored front doors. On the left of us live the Judnicks, and on 
our right the Himmelstosses. Across the street are the Suggses, 
and next to them the Houlihans. 

The first neighbor whom I met was Mr. Judnick. As I stepped 
out of my car one evening I noticed him standing in his front 
yard, hands in pockets, a pleased smile on his face. 

“Good evening,** I said civilly. 

“Looks pretty good, doesn’t it?** he asked. 

Following his gaze, I saw a wagon wheel about four feet in 
diameter, painted white, resting, as if by accident, next to the 
front door of his bungalow. 

“Very attractive,’* I murmured politely. I continued on into 
the house, thoughtfully humming Wagon Wheels. Three evenings 
later I drove up to find that a wagon wheel had appeared athwart 
the Himmelstosses* picture window. A week after, one blossomed 
alongside the Houlihans* stoop, and a few days after that a fourth 
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mmed up leaning negUgenUy against the tree in front of the 
Suggses’. 

About a month after our arrival in Wessex Manor, the first 

lawn decorauon sprouted-^ wooden pelican, in the Suggses’ 

yard HnnmeUtoss nposted the very next day with a mother^dc 

and four httle ducklings. Judnick soon had a wooden Scottie 

ng kUts in front of his place, and Houlihan planted a little 
girl m a sunbonnet, picking flowers. 

^ Himmelstoss’ treUis was 

topped, m rapid succession, by Judniclc’s treWk with * • • 

summerhouse I didn’t iret ifC ^ goldfish pool, and a Victorian 
But one tL'ng Itit fir-lT 

Bors Judnick, Himmels.oss, Suggs 

•s... r::."rr4; 

—JOSEPH GIES. 

ON TURNING THE OTHER EAR 

fern ' ^ 

1 ve istened to you for hours on end 

Weard you bleat till I felt lit^ c • 

f 0 ; endless aeons I’ve tniZZ^l 

I on your words till T’r« i ’ l 

S^tmned by one shining hope; i e 

siee, 

•t-ets talk about me!” 
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Haven't I been, pal, the perfect listener, 

Oh-er and ah-er and that-and-this’ner? 

Haven't I played the stooge ideally. 

Murmuring ‘‘Yes’* and “Quite” and “Really?” 

While I was loudly talked to death, 

Awaiting the moment when, out of breath, 

Voiceless, spent, you’d have to agree 
To a strange, mad notion of mine: e. g., 

“Let’s talk about me!”? 

But all my buddies have throats of brass 
And nerves of the same base stuff, alas. 

They drone and babble; they rant and thunder; 
Their nonstop monologues plow me under; 

And then, when they finally cease their crowing, 

What’s their last gasp? “I must be going.” 

I can’t even blurt—so fleet they flee!— 

My piteous, piquant, poignant plea: 

“Let’s . . . talk . . . about . . . me!” 

-ETHEL JACOBSON. 
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GOING TO EXTREMES 

SHAKE and shake 
The catsup bottle. 

None wiJl come— 

And then a lot'll. 

—RICHARD ARMOUR. 


CODICIL TO MY WILL 

iTn my greenhouse to my neigh¬ 

bor Ro^r H. Davis together with the sum of five (O dollars iSl 

donV ^ ^ mid what k more^ 

leg^l 1 ^^“’' other 

rrtn ^ ^ ^ pleased to call proper shane T 

any W cl^ Aafev^LS^^“tLTL 

punctuator -rLks'L^aTrilrl 

rule after my decease demis old judge cares to 

stitutes clear evide^e rfT " t^^tth that that con- 

for Roger H Davis It 111'^*”*“ *° 

When d°^ indifference to me. 

and there aL f ® ''“P “o ^t^ahe at mghts; ; • 

striclcen foim the record i ‘*°'™ “^ain. Let it be 

lamentary dispositions” and I “^“‘.*0 ™te was “make tes- 
Sood many years for --°°'T ” "PPo'^'o- ^ have waited a 
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now that the moment has arrived I want to stipulate it with all 
the emphasis at my command. 

Where was I? Yes. I want to leave my thermometer to Roger 
H. Davis. No more than that. If I had wanted to give bequeath 
and devise it to his heirs successors and assigns I should have said 
so. I never met the gentlemen. None of them so far as I know 
has ever set foot in my greenhouse—still less advised me on an 
average three times a week to get my thermometer repaired. This 
is a personal matter between Roger H. Davis and myself. If Davis 
can’t have it if that is to say the hereinbeforementioned benefi¬ 
ciary predissolves me or is dead or otherwise indisposed at the 
material time or tries to take the five dollars without the ther¬ 
mometer or adopts a threatening or contumacious attitude in 
face of this bequest I wish the said thermometer to be lifted from 
its hook and caused to be broken in half by thwacking it as often 
as may be necessary against some hard unyielding substance such 
as the top of Roger H. Davis’s head. This will teach him to mind 
his own business and not keep telling other people what they 
ought to do with their broken thermometers. 

Whoever carries out the abovementioned operation gets the 
five dollars. 

Signed and stipulated by me in the presence of two trusted old 
calceolarias. 


-H. F. ELLIS. 
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ACH, NOW, MR. KLEINHANS 

than welcome. ^ ® *P "lore 

This Book Jacket Is Complex 
and Unexpurgated 

ground of golden wheat that H lush back- 

Berb ^unty. Young MUton KJeiSilL* 

^tre^JeS^ « cLt' 

*e violet eyes and peachS^iS' 

aS: :z:^ - 

a. a neigH^Hng 
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“I love you, Samanthy; come and be my strudel baker ” at which 
Samanthy blushes prettily and says, “Ach, now, Mr. Kleinhans!’* 
(That*s how they get titles; really it is.) But that night old Jeie- 
miah Waggenraad is found poleaxed near the brooder coop, and 
suspicion falls on young Klemhans. In the meantime, the grass* 
hoppers come, and the wood ticks and the potato bugs, and a dry 
spell comes and the crops fail and the bam bums. Finally the 
sheriff comes to investigate the doing-in of old Mr. Waggenraad. 
But the murderer is not Milton Kleinhans, nor Samanthy, nor 
Samanth/s sisters, nor the hexerei doctor, nor the county road 
commissioner. Of course not. It turns out that Samanthy’s step¬ 
mother is the killer, as you probably guessed all the time. So 
Samanthy marnes Milton and they plant the upper field in soy¬ 
beans, and the earth strengthens and the apple trees blossom and 
it is sprmg. Which is positively the whole story, so, if any of the 

pages stick together don't worry. You've read ail you ever need 
to in this book. 

—^w. F. inicscH. 


IT HAD TO START SOMEPLACE 

Advertisingj today a multimillion^dollar business^ is believed to 
have originated in the Stone Age. 

—^News item. 

iGo, the young hunter, came out of his fathei^s tailor shop and 
sat down in the sun. It was a clear fall day and overhead a V of 
pterodactyls went winging south. Farther down the defile was 
the shop of Lunge, his father's competitor. It, too, was an un¬ 
distinguished fissure in the cliff wall, but this morning there was 
a crowd around the opening. 

As Igo watched in idle curiosity, his father came out of the 
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ca« Md peered neaisightedJy down the street The old man 
r^tlt^ ^ stubborn and would do nothing 


What’s gomg on do,™ there?” he asked, squinting in the sun. 
^n^ng over h.s doorway. Believe I’ll stroll down that way and 


“I wish you would,” said his father. 



It was nearly an hour before Igo got back. 

That’s sine,” said his father 

says it will help business.” ^ ^ shroud. Lunge 

‘T don’t get the connection,” said the old man. 

-veral p^'p,: sly^^ougM h ^gSd Ive^"' ' 
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Igo spent the next few days looking for the right kind of stone. 
In the meantime. Lunge got a lot of business because people said 
his place was easier to find because of the sign. 

Finally Igo finished the sign for his father and hung it over the 
doorway. It showed a picture of a small boy carrying a candle 
and yawning, and business picked up almost immediately. 

Several days later a third shop opened across the street. “He’ll 
starve,” said Igo’s father as they watched the workmen unloa din g 
fixtures. “Wonder if he has a sign?” 

“I’ll walk up and see,” said Igo. 

When he came back to his father’s shop, Igo wore a puzzled 
look, ‘ He has a sign all right,” he said. “It’s a pretty tricky affair. 
Made of wood,” 

“Would?” asked his father with a frown. “What’s would?” 

“It’s wood,” said Igo. *‘lV-o-o-d, Gomes from trees.” 

“Trees,” said the old man slowly, repeating the word over and 
over. “Wood from trees.” He sighed deeply. “Well,” he said, 
“there goes the Stone Age.” 

“Yes,” said Igo. “There goes the Stone Age, all right” He 
stood up and kicked a pebble into the street. He felt sorry for the 
old man. 

—^DICK ASHBAUOH. 


THE EXCLAMATION POINT 

THE Raised Eyebrow of the punctuation world is the Exclama> 
tion Point. Consisting largely of a period, or dot, with a vertical 
dash or elongated teardrop above it, it indicates surprise or aston¬ 
ishment. It also shows, sometimes, that a writer is amazed to find 
he has completed a sentence. Like: “That man is the woman 
whose penthouse we had such a good time at the other night’s 
husband!” A period at the end of that sentence would have 
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meant that the author wrote it on purpose. Take the well-known 
phr^; Your petticoat is showing.” With the hackneyed period 
at the end, it simply means the long-married lady has a habit of 



^^1 K •’“band is weary 

of callmg her attention to it. However, if a man says “Y^ 

petticoat IS showing!” with the exclamation point he is IZ 

-n... 

ErSith^*^? ‘‘ ^ parentheses: (?) 

^e Ae ? leavmg just the (.). Now straighten out the left hand 

aer the straightened parenthesis and you have !. 

. - r„"rr E 
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(5) If you want to say something electrifying and two excla¬ 
mation points are desired, just put down an “equal” sign and a 
colon =: and give your paper a fast quarter-turn to the right. 
You now have !! 

—COLONEL STOOPNAOLE. 


WHAT EVER HAPPENED TO FATHERS? 

FATHERS today—and I am one of them—have dropped so low 
that the only solution appears to be some sort of Government 
support. There was a time when Father, with a large, flowery, 
capital F, was King—^with a pretty good-sized K—of the castle. 
When he came home from work—and he wasn’t Afraid to come 
home from work—a reverent hush fell over the house. Mother 
stopped ninning the sewing machine and the children got out 
rubber toys and nibbled soft crackers. 

Dinner was ready on the dot, and it consisted of food. It was 
served hot and eaten without any discussion of the neighbors* 
new clothes or the latest scandals. When Father was done, he 
wiped his mouth with a good, heavy cloth napkin big enough to 
make a bathing suit today, and then went to sleep and snored 
pleasantly on the red, overstuffed divan. 

Father’s life belonged to Father, and he would shoot dead the 
woman who asked him to carry home six packages of groceries 
from the nearest store. He would no more be seen pushing a per¬ 
ambulator than he would be seen in his underwear. 

When people came to call. Father was always out, and he 
didn’t have to dicker with the deacon about his annual pledge. 
His wife did that because Father was too busy sleeping or reading 
Dickens. 

He was never forced into wearing shirts with tulips and sail¬ 
boats painted on them, and no one dared, in fear of bloodshed, 
to give him a violet tie for Christmas or a pair of shorts with 
hand-painted views of Santa Monica on them for his birthday. 
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Father got cigan for presents. Or a half-dozen stiff collars 

What he got he could use, even if it was a sturdy nail clipper or 
a two-pound gold watch. 

Father was dignified too. You could never pop into the house 

suddenly and discover him in a half.dtessed'^"„di!° „ ^Tl 

ays was equipped with coat, vest and trousers, and sometimi 

—ROBERT FONTAINE. 


LETS NOT CLIMB THE 
WASHINGTON MONUMENT TONIGHT 

peanuts and bananas 

ni tell you the facts ol middle age. 

And when golfers* stomachs escanp piVK * 

belts. “P' oe under their 

^ am getting younger every ^ear"''^''^ 

And p offsSg^r^ 

classmates as boys and your bridge partners' “ ^U. 
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It is when you wouldn’t visit Fred Allen or the Aga Khan if it 
meant sleeping on a sofa or a cot, 

And your most exciting moment is when your shoelace gets 
tangled and you wonder whether if you yank it, it will come 
clean or harden into a concrete knot. 

Also, it seems simpler just to go to bed than to replace a fuse. 
Because actually you’d rather wait for the morning paper than 
listen to the eleven o’clock news. 

And AJ Capone and Babe Ruth and Scott Fitzgerald are as re¬ 
mote as the Roman emperors, 

And you spend your Saturday afternoons buying wedding pres¬ 
ents for the daughters of your contemporers. 

Well, who wants to be young, anyhow, any idiot bom in the last 
forty years can be young, and besides forty-five isn’t really 
old, it’s right on the border; 

At least, unless the elevator’s out of order. 

—OGDEN NASH. 


INTERVIEWS WITH 

LITTLE-KNOWN GIANTS OF INDUSTRY 

Eustace K. Bunn, vice-president in charge of Conserve Con¬ 
cealment for Frustration Bakeries, Inc. 

WHAT first drew attention to your special talents, Mr. Bunn? 

A.: I started as a baker and hit on the trick of kneading which 
produces in each loaf an air tunnel exactly one inch in diameter. 
Holing bread had been a very haphazard affair until then. 

Q.: With the result that- 

A.: No housewife can spread a slice of Frustration Bread with¬ 
out getting mayonnaise or butter on her hand through the hole, 
which is known in the industry as the Bunn Palm Greaser. 

Q.: You were instantly promoted, I believe? 

A.: I went into Pies as an idea man. You must have tangled 
with our Quick-Flowing Indelible Blueberry. My baby. Also our 
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famous Bulldog Meringu^get your teeth into it, it never lets go. 
Q.: Didn’t I hear something about a medal? 

A.; The county dental society honored me. The company then 

gave me a free hand. I found cupcakes in a deplorable state_ 

firm ^d easy to handle, I fixed that with Bunn’s CoUapsible 
Grumblers. The invisible raisins were a later refinement. 



them’ wappmg. were hitK>r-miss when I got to 

hem. Somettmes a httle frosting stuck to them, someti^es- 

Otnger, all the frostmg peels off evenly when you unwrap your 

mem? Conceal- 

Th!vn°r branch had, frankly, gone to pot 

eag dougL^TTy^tT^n 

A - I r Aat in a hurry’ 

now wiL“ wr^ist^'^H^''- 

each dougEo a “h T‘/^‘ 

came up with Bunn’s What-is-it 16117 th ^ 

tell whether it ?« ^ Jell>—the keenest palate cannot 

J U eater to where he was gorging doughnut after doughnut 
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in an attempt to taste some jelly, I had him off guard and easy 
prey for my greatest triumph, Bunn’s Atomic Switcheroo. There’s 
one in every package. 

Q.: Isn’t that the single jelly doug^ut that- 

A.: Precisely. Simply loaded with good, liquid, mooshy jelly of 
a secret formula. One good bite from any side and “Squish!”— 
all over your tie and shirt front. 

Q.: Thank you, Mr. Bunn. 

A.: My pleasure. 


P. DONIfEL, JR. 
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